PANIC BUTTON #9 


Г owe you people an apology. My jokes aren't 
funny and l've bored you. l've committed the worst sin 
in show business... oops, sorry, that's my Bill Miller 
speech. І usually reserve that for live musical perfor- 
mances. But І gotta tell ya, this issue is a bit lame. 
Now if І thought it outright sucked, Га bury it. It does- 
n't suck. I've got a two page article by the Rev. Norb - 
it CAN'T suck. Plus І did a bang-up job on the "Jobs" 
piece and my review section is mildly amusing if | do 
say so myself. But the Fastbacks article is weak, and 
you deserve better. Your faith in me is unwavering 
and І have not done this fine band justice. Ignore my 
moronic ramblings and just go buy the new Fastbacks 

record. 

Don't worry, | ain't the only one who's coming 
down hard on myself. My new distributor, AK Press, is 
having a hell of a time unloading these things. . 
Nobody and | mean nobody wants ‘em. It wasn't a 
surprise to anyone when Profane Existence refused 
to carry them, but when we were turned down by 
Tower, it was a shocker. They'll take fucking ANY- 
THING! Ramsey, head of AK, was a little disappoint- 
ed that the world is not appreciative of my words. 
"Don't sweat it," | told him. "I've made a lot of ene- 
mies. Fuck 'em." 

"Yeah, fuck 'em!" he responded. "Fuck 'em up 
the ass with a rolled up copy of one of your back 
issues!!!" | suggested a Xanax for Ramsey and we 
both took a few deep breaths. It doesn't really matter - 
1 always manage to unlaod thése fucking things опе 
way or another. Ramsey will pull through. 

You may notice an unusually large number of 
mistakes in this issue. Well, | was getting worn down. 
Not only is the rest of my life particularly hectic at the 
moment, but l've proofed these pieces so many fuck- 
ing times І don't even know what I'm reading any- 
more. Please ignore any errors you come across. If 
something doesn't make sense, it's probably my lazi- 
ness and not your stupidity that is the cause of your 
confusion. 

With that said, | can say with confidence that 
only a small portion of this issue totally sucks. | was 
being a little hard on (pun really not intended) myself 
at the beginning of this ed. The Punk Rock, Inc. piece 
is really sketchy - І just don't have the space to go as 
deeply into detail as I'd like on this matter. It should 
be obvious that | have conflicting feelings about the 
emergence of punk rock as a commercially viable 
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music form. | have a hell of a lot more to say on the 
subject than | did in that piece and І welcome ques- 
tions and debate. If the piece seems a bit defensive, 
it's only because half of my friends are telling me it's 
wrong to try to cash in on the punk movement and the 
other half are telling me I'm not nuts for not trying to 
start a bidding war between the majors for the rights 
to my new band. My new band (which is currently 
called the Riverdales, though that may change) is on 
Lookout and on Lookout we shall stay. Yeah, there's a 
punk rock gold rush but I think we'll do just fine where 
we are. Let's not lose our heads over this, eh? 

A few important notes: | will not be doing 
another issue of Panic Button for a while. | don't know 
how long a while is but it's a pretty long time. It's prob-. 
ably not a good idea to send in letters for publication 
because by the time I publish again, I'll have lost 
them. Also, | do not review fanzines or trade for 
copies of your fanzine. Sorry. | DO NOT WANT 


. YOUR BAND'S TAPE. І WILL NOT EVEN LISTEN TO 


IT. | know there's plenty of idiots who will send tapes 
anyway, but you've been warned. As far as records 
go, send ‘em at your own risk - they may get reviewed 
in a year or two or they may just get sold. The 
address to send records to is at the end of the review 
section. THIS IS MY NEW ADDRESS. DO NOT 
SEND ANYTHING TO ME AT MY OLD PROSPECT 
HTS. ADDRESS! Finally, AK is taking over everything 
distribution wise, including back issues. Their address 
and prices are below. If you send me money for an 
issue of Panic Button, | will view it as a gift. 

Y'know what? FUCK you! This is a goddamn 
good issue! What the hell was I blathering about any- 
way? Jeez! If you don't like it, you can roll it up and 
stuff it straight up your scurvy ass. Goddamnit. 


Panic Button back issues are $2.00 ppd (N. 
America) each. They're available ONLY from: 


AK PRESS P.O. BOX 40682 
SAN FRANCISCO CA 94140-0682 


#9 - Yer lookin' at it - 40 pages 
#8 - Ramones, backstage with Nirvana and the usual - 32 pages 
#7 - Screeching Weasel & the Queers on tour - diaries from 
yours truly, Joe King Queer and Ben Hamper, plus a really nice 
Jawbreaker article - 32 pages 
#6 - A bunch of rambling junk about local music, jobs I've hated 


and whatnot - 32 pages 


LETTER 


In order to capture the flavor of the letter writers, I've re-typed their 
communications verbatim. І won't even bother with the ol' Latin (sic) 
'cause it's too much of a pain. You might think it's a cheap shot. I think 
it's reality. 


BEN 
l'M NOT SURE WHETHER YOU READ THE INTERVIEW WE DID. MY 
COMMENTS ABOUT "THE LETTER" WERE A BIT EXTREME | ADMIT. | 
MEANT WHAT | SAID - YES, | SIGNED THAT LETTER, NOT KNOWING 
HOW FAR MY BAND WOULD GO. GUESS WHAT? | DON'T SEE YOU 
DOING ANYTHING TO SUPPORT THE SCENE. YOU DON'T GO TO ANY 
SHOWS, NOT EVEN THE QUEERS. OH YEAH, THERE'S A "HUGE" SKIN- 
HEAD PROBLEM OUT IN HOMEWOOD. HOW THE FUCK WOULD YOU 
KNOW? HAVE YOU EVEN SET FOOT IN OFF THE ALLEY? IT'S A DAMN 
GOOD PLACE. YEAH THERE ARE SKINHEADS. SOME OF THEM ARE 
DICKS. DEAL W/IT. THAT'S WHAT THE OTHERS MYSELF INCLUDED) 
DO. ARE YOU EVEN GOING TO SEE JAWBREAKER WHEN THEY PLAY 
THERE? NOFX WANTS A DOOR PRICE NO LOWER THAN $8. BIG 
FUCKING DEAL. | REALIZE THE METRO HAS A MARK UP ON THEIR 
MERCHANDISE. WE WON'T SELL SHIT THERE. WE MAY NOT PLAY 
THERE. THE OAK OR VIC ARE OTHER POSSIBILITIES. 

| ALSO HEAR | MADE SOME COMMENTS ABOUT LARRY? 
LARRY WHO? I'D LOVE TO KNOW WHAT | SAID (AT THE PLAYHOUSE 
SHOW - THANKS FOR WATCHING US). I'M SURE THAT FUCK "PROB- 
LEM" CONVINCED YOU THAT I'M SPREADING RUMORS ABOUT HIM. 
TELL HIM TO TAKE IT UP W/ME. 

NOT THAT IT MATTERS ANY, BUT THINK GOT EVERYTHING 
HE DESERVED. HE WAS TALKING LOUD & SAYING NOTHING AT THE 
WRIGLEY SIDE (BY THE WAY | DON'T GIVE 2 SHITS WHAT YOU THINK, 
RUVULO'S ALRIGHT) WHEN WE PLAYED W/THEM, LUNKHEAD, APOC- 
ALYPSE HOBOKEN, 2 BANDS I'M SURE YOU LOVE. 
DENIS B./ 88 FINGERS LOUIE (suburban "melodo punk") 
2009 APPLE LN. #2 
WOODRIDGE IL 60517 
*SO DO YOU OR DO YOU.NOT HAVE A WRITING CONTRACT W/ 
WARNER? OOPS! THE CAT'S OUTTA THE BAG. TRUST ME I'M NOT. 
THE ONLY ONE WHO'S HEARD THIS. 


After getting this letter, | called several of Denis' friends to find out if 
he was receiving proper treatment. І got the verbal equivalent of a 
blank stare. Lo and behold, the illustrious Mr. Buckley sent me another 
piece of correspondence. Apparently, he wasn't through with his writ- 
ten self-abuse, though he was now writing in lowercase letters. What 
does this mean? The mind of Denis Buckley is a mysterious and 
intriguing one. 


Ben - 

My last letter was written out of anger. If | did appear "off the wall" (your 
quote not mine), that's why. This isn't a letter of apology. Look, we're gonna 
play the Metro. When | signed the letter way back when, | was under the 
impression the club was run by a bunch of assholes. Well Joe Shanahan 
seems sincere in his desire to help out the punk scene. There really isn't a 
decent, great sounding venue that can have a bigger band like RANCID or 
NOFX. NOFX decided against off the alley (which can hold 400-500) and 
went w/ Sean Duffy, who's got them a the Oak w/ Face To Face, Sick Of It 
All and SNAPCASE (MAY 12). | know about Sean and his little problems, 
Joey says he can get Isabelle's going, but he's got a lot of work ahead. It 
may be October before anything can happen, in the meantime where are 
bands supposed to play all ages shows? Certainly not the Lounge Ax (where 


Buzzovoen just played | saw their last show the anarchists put on. That fuck- - 


er Think did absolutely nothing to promote the show). Like it or not, Ruvulo 
does a damn good job at the Wrigleyside w/ local shows. Ryan has pretty 
much given up hope at Off The Alley. The owners suck. The Crawlspace 
needs a lot of work. We just played there. The sound sucks and we were 
paid $50 although at least 130 people showed. We've agreed to play anoth- 
er show, but that will be it until they get their shit together. 

| used to see you at almost all the McGregor shows. Where are you now? | 


mean, it's not like you don't have the money. 

you've never said more than 2 words to me. How can you tell | have an "atti- 
tude"? That new Pegboy blows. They used to be one of my favorites. When I 
introduced our Bhopal Stiff's cover That's why | said "This is when Larry 
sang in a good band." Alright so you don't like my singing, fine. | can live w/ 
that. Instead of calling Jason or Brian, try calling me. 

Denis/ 88 Fingers Louie 

2009 Apple Ln #2 

Woodridge IL 60517 

Regarding my comment about the writing contract. I've heard this from a 
number of people, but | won't name names. Some you know quite well, shit if 
Warner offered me a writing contract (yeah right). I'd definitely consider it. 
Major label or no, GREEN DAY are great. 


Please send get-well cards to the address above. 


Ben, ы 

Duh, | saw ya'll in St. Louis. Sorry for the drunken sloppy writing. It's too bad 
that you've got to cope w/ this shit & stupid fucks writing you like me. But, 
Benji King once said: MIKE, you're right Ben is a stupid fuck w/ no ideals in 
life but to become a secret rock star. So, Ben, I'm right. You are a used to be 
"punk rocker" that turned egoistically ignorant. | like Screeching Weasel's 
"music" and your penis. Oh, also tell Joey to fuck off & stick his tongue up 
your dick hole. | think he is a fucking sloppy rip-off advertiser. He stole my 
money. But | guess you're used to stealing money so never mind. Well, good: 
luck to fame, & don't even try to convince me that you're not trying to get to 
it. 

Love, Mike Jorgensen (dorkboy) 

Hashinger Hall Rm #516 

1632 Engel Rd. 

Lawrence KS 66045 


Screeching Weasel - 

It really pisses me off that you all broke up! | wrote to you all once saying 
that you were my #1 band, and hoping you would come to Corpus Christi, 
Texas to see you all. Lunkhead came down here why can't you all. You think 
you're to big for Corpus Christi, well fuck you! You piss me off. But what 
pisses me off more is that even though I'm mad I'm still going to listen to the 
Screeching Weasel collection that | have and buy whatever albums with the 
name "Produced by Ben Weasel" because | love your music. You are still 
my #1 band but it makes me angry that you all are not going to town. 
Vernon Lopez 

904 South Staples Apt. #1 

Corpus Christi TX 78404 


The above letters should give you some idea as to a few of the reasons 
why Screeching Weasel broke up. 


Dear Ben, 

| Loved to write you, Because you Never Write Me back. Oh | Know being 
such a Big Star, But Ben | supported you, and bought alot of 7inchs From 
you and you cant write ME a letter back, Well Ben We all know you dont 
Give a Fuck about helping the scene out; so | hope you Fucken get a new 
band, So | can see you on the Cover OF Rolling Stone, and hear about you 
on MTV. See Im not rich Like you. | cant afford a tV or MTV, sorry. Oh Ben 
ya Know Im really sorry ya real Sorry. The Fucken big star you are. Oh buy 
the way When are moving away Far away. Get your facts straight, "Thank 
You" "Now your as worthless As the Punk scene you hate" 

Stace Stoltz 

929 E Central Ave 

Bismarck, ND 58501 


. | would've responded to this letter, but once again, the dolt didn't 


include a S.A.S.E. Besides, I'm too busy counting my money. 


B.W. - 
Thanks for the mag or zine or slick indie tabloid or whatever it is that they're 
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called today. I'd recommend your babysitting with Nirvana piece for the 

Pulitzer Prize in Rock Journalism if my opinion was solicited. The only thing i 

woulda done differently would have been to touch more on how Pat Smear 

once had a silent "5" in his name -- your otherwise outstanding article really 

did not service my need to know in this regard. Panic Button is officially on 
the List of Zines | Read, Should Anyone Inquire... 


Point Two: You're a fucking DOLT for picking the Lions over the Packers 
(That little reference should give you a good idea of how long it's been 
since my last issue - Ben), and this ain't my heart talking, either! Yeah, like 
the Lions are really gonna beat the Packers two weeks in a row (sure, i 
know that by the laws of statistical mathematics, once the first Détroit victory 
was a fait accompli, the odds for a second Lion triumph are no different than 
they would be for a single, isolated game -- but, come on, the NFL is a little 
less counterintuitive than that!!!), have the Packers and the Lions ever done 
anything but split their series throughout the years? | don't remember that 
ever happening (i don't pay much attentíon, however); if the Packers would 
have won the NFC Central instead of the Lions the week before, i would've 
put everything i had on Detroit -- but after the Lions won the division, only a 
doofus would expect a repeat performance. | know what you mean about 
Favre though -- he's a fucking spaz. He deserves New Orleans, and they 
deserve him. His last record bought, according to my buddy who is the 
assistant manager of GB's largest record store, was the "Common Thread" 
country-bands-cover-Eagles-songs tribute. Christ, even the spelling of his 
surname indicates some kinda deep seated psychosis. Also, i would simply 
like to point out the fact that, of any team that played Dallas in the playoffs, 
the Packers got their asses kicked the least. Do the math, pal! 

Three: i was glad to see your Ramones discography thing -- i was gonna do 
that once but never got around to it. It's good to see somewhat of a compre- 
hensive look at the Ramones done by someone other than a dimbulb (read: 
giddy Spin hack or on-the-payroll-toadie like the guy who wrote the 
"Ramones equal Grateful Dead" book), however, whilst your bulb is not as 
dim as some ("dim sum!" it's an oriental food joke!!! hoot hoot hoot!), you still 
exhibit certain opinions on the band's output that | thought were only found 
in total dorks. If i could just touch on a few points -- not because i expect my 
opinion to matter all that much to you, but simply to throw them into the 
arena of contemplation -- i would feel that my duty to expounding my own 
personal value systems as regards Ramonekind would be satisfied. 

1. Was RAMONES #1 the first Ramones album you ever heard? I'm curious, 
it seems like everybody's favorite is the first one they heard (thus i gotta 
wonder about these young kids who grew up on, like, "Brain Drain"). First 
one i ever heard/bought was "Rocket To Russia," which is, indeed my 
favorite. #1 is certainly deserving of the four stars you gave it, but | have 
always felt that it's a notch down from "Leave Home" and "Rocket To 
Russia." (P.S. -- if you ever repress your version of #1, make certain you 
misspell "Blitzkrieg Bop" as "Blitzkreig Bop" and "Beat On The Brat" as "Beat 
Is On The Brat" on the record label -- you'll notice that that's how it is on the 
original pressings (when Sire was distributed through ABC). To date, i seem 
to be the only person in the world who has noticed this). 

2. You were too easy on "Road To Ruin." Sure, it doesn't suck, but Mundane 
Marky replacing the god-like Tommy and 12 songs instead of 14 spelled the 
end of the glory years. However, i am also the one person on planet Earth 
who likes "Questioningly" -- it's "Needles And Pins" i can't stand. | also feel 
and feel strongly that the whole vein of Ramones songs like "I Just Wanna 
Have Something To Do" and "I Don't Care" -- non-upbeat numbers that 
seem to avoid the V-chord -- are grossly overrated, and, unfortunately, these 
are many people's faves. Never figure that shit out. My verdict on the album 
is that the whole first side sucks with the exception of "I'm Against It" and the 
whole second side rules with the exception of "It's A Long Way Back." 

3. | beg to differ on "It's Alive" faithfully reproducing the feel of a live 
Ramones show: for practically the entire album, Johnny and Dee Dee are 
playing the same parts to the same song at the same time. I've noticed that 
this is somewhat of a rarity with the band's live performances. 

4. Your "Pleasant Dreams" review is right on the nuts -- up until you group- 
dis "Sitting In My Room" (and, to a lesser extent," "Come On Now" -- this i 
will let slide, however). 

5. "Subterranean Jungle" is a great album. It has deep, far-reaching flaws, 


but the heavy metal bubblegum production and the "no real duds" songwrit- 
ing give it a not-unhep flavor all its own, plus make it probably the most lis- 
tenable of all post-Tommy LPs. Further, you do great disservice to 
"Everytime | Eat Vegetables It Makes Me Think Of You." 

6. "Too Tough To Die" -- yup, exactly. 

7. strongly disagree with the commonly held notion that "Animal Boy" tops 
"Too Tough To Die." The production is real, uh, punk and all -- but it's bla- 
tantly big-budgety, too. A lot of the songs reveal their inherent half-baked- 
ness with multiple listenings -- "classics" like "Somebody Put Something In 
My Drink" (another one of those "Something To Do" - "І Don't Care" - "We 
Want The Airwaves" things), "Something To Believe In" and the title track 
are pretty overrated, i think. They're all right, but not as great as everyone 
makes 'em out to be. My fave is "Crummy Stuff." 

8. "Halfway To Sanity" pretty much sucks; "I Wanna Live" is fucking TERRI- 
BLE. Yet another one of those kinda songs i don't like. "Wart Hog" ripoff 
"Weasel Face" is pretty cool, though, but don't lose sight of the blatant heist 
from "Saturday's Kids" by the Jam at the end of "Real Cool Time." 

9. "Brain Drain" is the worst. The three songs you like are utter shit. Their 
cover of "Palisades Park" -- which my old band Depo-Provera did for about a 
year-and-a-half before this album came out -- is hot, however. "Zero Zero 
UFO" is okay, too, but they really should have just covered Slade's 
"Skweeze Me Pleeze Me" instead of just ripping the intro off for "All Screwed 
Up," a vastly inferior ditty. 

10. | reviewed "Loco Live" and actually sat down with my entire Ramones 
collection and a calculator and figured out-at what factor the live versions 
were faster than the original studio versions, it was something really ridicu- 
lous -- like the live versions were played at 170% of their original speed. The 
import vinyl on Chrysalis is better because the sound quality is worse and 
things don't sound so goddamn robotic and tinny -- but you're right, nothing 
could help Joey "Artist" Ramone's insipid vocal sabotage of what were once 
perfectly good songs. 

11. "Mondo Bizarro" is pretty good, but dee dee's songs are SHIT. "Touring" 
is a good song -- recall that when "Rock And Roll High School" (the song) 
first came out, it was perceived as a shameless cop from "Rockaway Beach" 
-- that seems to have been forgotten well over a decade ago. "Censorshit" is 
not all that bad if you discount the embarrassingly daft lyrics ("Freedom of 
Choice?" doesn't he mean "Freedom of Speech?" Or didn't "Speech" rhyme 
with "voice?") ("S&L deficit?" Like somebody misplaced a few Savings & 
Loans and now we're short a bunch???) ("Ozzy?"), i like the theft of the 
quick chord changes from the Orbison-penned, Everly Brothers-performed 
"Claudette" quite a bit. "Heidi Is A Headcase" is truly classic, too bad they 
don't play it live. Everything else has kind of a filler aspect to it. 

12. "Acid Eaters" is still hopelessly marred by Joey's blubbering on ill- 
advised shit like "Can't Seem To Make You Mine" and "Out Of Time," not to 
mention disgraceful renditions of abominable songs like "Somebody To 
Love" and "When 1 Was Young" that seem to be only included in order to 
hammer home how Joey wants the band to be perceived as being on the 
lunatic fringe of the mainstream, not on the mainstream fringe of the lunatic. 
There's some great moments (although hearing "Journey To The Center Of 
The Mind" done up as a Ramones track when the only involvement by any 
of the original band members consists of a rhythm guitar track is kind of 
depressing, although i've always liked that song and "they" do it well...), but i 
kind of have a hard time listening to it. j 
Holy fuck, i really kinda got going there. Sorry about that. Don't worry about 
writing me back a nine page letter if you don't feel like it. 

Regards, 

Rev. Norb 


Out of the zillions of letters I got from Ramones fanatics (who are an 
entirely different breed than the Ramones "fan" which is what I consid- 
er myself), Norb's was the best. Although he jokes about it, many peo- 
ple were outraged that I would describe "It's Alive" as capturing the 
feel of a live Ramones show. Most people centered on the fact that the 
Ramones never have and never will sound like that live. That's not my 
point. І said it captures the feel of a live Ramones show, not the sound 
quality or musicianship. І stand behind my claim. Norb's opinions are 
mostly right on, although I love the "I Just Wanna Have Something To 
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Do" type songs and "Zero Zero UFO" is one of the lamest Ramones 
songs ever. As far as "Subterranean Jungle" goes, I still think it's a 
sucky album, but I have to admit that it's the only one I didn't listen to 
before writing my review/discography. Oh, and by the way, my first 
Ramones record was "End Of The Century," an album І came across as 
a young metalhead primarily due to the success of "Rock And Roll 
High School." Needless to say, | had to hide my love of the Ramones 
from my burnout friends who thought punk = faggot. 

As far as the Packers/Lions thing, Norb is right again. Although I 
claimed it wasn't my heart talking, it was. І fucking hate the Packers. 
And speaking of sports... 


Ben: 

As | mentioned on the phone, | enjoyed Panic Button #8 -- especially the 
Johnny interview and the piece on Nirvana's nanny -- and | anxiously await 
the publication of the full set of your awful job tales. But there is one thing 
that has surprised me in each of your issues, knowing you, as | do, to be an 
intelligent, articulate, principled and sentient human being. 

That is: Why the hell do you waste Panic Button space and your and our 
brain cells, with so much sports coverage? 

| have been arguing with our mutual bud Jim Testa for years about that 
opium for the masses that is professional sports, but while he shows glim- 
mers of intelligence about other topics, I've been unable to make a dent in 
that thick Jersey skull when it comes to the foolishness of following baseball, 
football, etc. 

You (and he) would be the first to rail at the stupidity of kids who wasted 
time and energy on vapid, meaningless crap like Van Halen CDs and con- 
cert tickets. Yet you don't see anything wrong with wasting precious time in 
front of the boob tube watching a ballgame, or going out to Wrigley to catch 
one live and in person as fat obnoxious fools spill beer on you and blow 
cigar smoke in your face while ogling the girl with the big tits three rows in 
front. i 

· | maintain that 1 would rather be stuck in an elevator with six Van Halen fans 
than six fans from a Cubs or Bears game, any day, no contest. At least there 
is some faint glimmer of humanity in their eyes, buried though it may be. 
Now | don't mean to paint you (or Testa) with the same broad brush I'm 
using on these sports crowds. But what do you see in this nonsense? Is it 
that "Field Of Dreams" zen sportsmanship beauty-of-the-game bullshit? | 
don't buy it. Pro baseball is million dollar primadonnas scratching their crotch 
under the sun in a game that moves so slowly that it's more entertaining to 
watch the flakes of dandruff fall off these goobers' heads while they spit 
tobacco at their feet. Pro football is the most depressing example of male 
hormones running senselessly rampant in a pointless exhibition of sheer 
brutality this side of the Gulf war. If you wanna talk sports artistry, maybe I'd 
believe you if you were talking, say, high diving or figure skating. Then 
again, considering recent developments in that sport, probably not. 

From my vantage point, pro sports is glitzy, soulless, conscienceless, sexist 
ENTERTAINMENT, frankly | prefer and find slightly more value in "Beverly 
Hills 90210." At least that has some slight sense of humor. 

Not to get preachy with you about what punk rock stands for (1 understand 
that used to be your specialty), but my understanding of the ideal and 
lifestyle seems to be directly opposed to the whole notion of pro sports men- 
tality and lifestyle. Of course, | am anxious to hear why I'm full of shit. 

Best, 

Jim DeRogatis/ Chicago Sun-Times 

(who, it should be noted, has been and always will be a short, fat geek who 
couldn't catch a ball if his life depended on it, much less compete on the high 
school wrestling team) : 


To begin with, 1 don't see how my enjoyment of "entertainment" like 
baseball and football are any worse than your enjoyment of a teenage 
. Soap opera, or of a godawful, cheesy band like Urge Overkill (whose 
Jack of popularity with "the kids" is, shockingly, still something you 
can't figure out). As for baseball being the antithesis of the punk rock 
spirit, that's just silly. First of all, Johnny Ramone likes baseball. 
Yankee Stadium plays "Blitzkrieg Bop" over its P.A. And Johnny 
Ramone INVENTED punk rock guitar playing as we know it. You can 


talk all you want about the Dictators and the New York Dolls, but 
Johnny created a minimalist style of playing that has inspired thou- 
sands of great punk bands to form. He IS punk. Secondly, almost 
everyone I know who's into baseball and/or football and is also a punk . 
is usually the type of person who never excelled at any sports, like Jim 
Testa, Mykel Board, Rev. Norb, etc. In other words, they're geeks who 
probably never played any organized sports in school. | can't explain 
why | like baseball and football any more than I can explain why I can't 
seem to wear anything besides jeans, t-shirts and sneakers. | like it 
and that's that. Panic Button devotes very little space to the discussion 
of sports, but something you may not know is that originally it wa 
going to be an all-sports fanzine. And even though I devote littlé space 
to the sports section, it gets a great response from my readers (and, - 
predictably, a terrible response from critics). Many of my readers write 
to argue with me about my picks or my opinions and it's obvious that 
they know what they're talking about. Two different girls have sent me 
packs of baseball cards and one of them wrote a lengthy dissertation 


about why | was wrong about last year's baseball picks. Which brings 


me to the issue of sexism. Are sports sexist simply because they're 
male-dominated? No way. My girlfriend has expressed an ongoing 
interest in learning about football, and she watches ballgames with me 
all summer (though she prefers to go out to Wrigley). In fact | know 
plenty of girls who are very into and knowledgeable about baseball and 
football (I won't comment on hockey because, although | like it, you 
can't get Hawks home games on tv here. Basketball is just plain stupid 
and all other sports bore me to tears). Frankly, І think it's totally silly 
for you to comment on something that you admittedly know little about 
and brand it as sexist. 

Furthermore, since punk rock engulfs such a large portion of my life, 1 
like to get totally away from it sometimes. Aside from Radinsky (and 
Yankee Stadium - ha!), there is no punk rock in baseball. As for being 
stuck in an elevator, I'd choose Cubs fans every time over fans of ANY 
music. | FUCKING HATE music fanatics. Music is overrated, pal. When 
I go to my barber, I talk to him about baseball. There's nothing else for 
the two of us to talk about. On the rare occasion when I'm forced into 
dealing with the "straight" world (family gatherings, weddings, funer- 
als, waiting for an oil change, etc.) sports is a subject that breaks the 
ice and allows me to feel like and appear as a non-mongoloid - its 
appeal is universal. Unlike specific types of music, it crosses all lines 
of race, sex, religion, politics and social standing. In that respect, it is 
pure. But the truth is, | like it because І like it. If | give a good review to 
a record in my fanzine, it's because | like it based on the same criteria 
as any other record. You, on the other hand, are a big supporter of 
Veruca Salt, a shitty media created band. | don't doubt that you sin- 
cerely like the band. But you and I know that if it wasn't for the hype of 
your colleagues and attention from major labels, you NEVER would 
have gone to see them play. You've done my band a great service by 
covering us in the Sun-Times, but there are many other bands who you 
haven't covered, because the powers-that-be did not deem the shows 
"cool." That is far more offensive and sheeplike than me going to a 
ballgame. Your enjoyment of certain bands, given the way in which you 
discovered some of them, is fucking creepy compared to my enjoy- 
ment of a good ballgame. 

Finally, | will admit that professional sports events are largely mindless 
entertainment. But then again, Jim, so is music. 


PANIC BUTTON HATE MAIL: 
P.O. BOX 66722 _ 
CHICAGO IL 60666-0722 


The following is a neat little cartoon letter from Janelle of The 
Tourettes and Tales Of Blaarg fanzine. She didn't finish it 


because she got tired of drawing, but it's still one of the 
coolest things I've ever gotten in the mail. Turn the page. 


E 


TERS 


Q 


m o "m 
derer 


ANA NL MAAN 


in my Two- weeks! notice an 7) a 

agen the must irresponsible thing E; 
As the most irresp 

io dile working at Ye Olde. Shit Hole It 


ѕо کو‎ 


ч 
ЖЕ 4 


M 
Sinar Ra 


dome o} 


| Some 29 
be "el 


He seo 


EXTA 
(эрип Joc jj ote 


An ow oP aso} 


ӨЙ: 


eur 


Semen т ‘jora WH 


феей у pav] 23 agy man 


о) 20 umo} мі Aof 
т «95s se ‘Paht|-pIous 
awe paÁo dia own экеә-Амул-\'^Эр V ey gaps Aw 


D» ; 
(i9) Ima SAM) 3592 


dın? Poge sn C му f yh, Т 
; Aly 
д 4 


iSy ES Him 
Fyd p$ 570220) 
passu E ium 0 
aiig еч эт wa @ 
pon bb att м3 179 e 
2311 Ssaap ™ 1? }upinon 
ayal *U. ідал 


Abs 00479 WEEN? à 
Ж d ©ддукмә v Al ftt paddy 


| NÝ 
AN Yt 


W 
АЎ | 
AA ERIN 


- "ЭләмАме шир os apne 2М120201 + | Я: S 
sGuryy ‘umopumop punaye [ls v Dotty f. NO 
: i ORL 2 


"Хә© рир mom bur pov? 
LSow Hap «m cQ 5017/02 do 


| ТАБУУ aoa - А Nas = 

Uo! N x S044 40%1 ^: 

P 2.794 N3N?S h133 
s vw? иләд we 1125 T 


- که 
Sa‏ 
SO‏ 


uw? 


payor aon) knv8 иер no 
fa мәй ‘+! ¥ 


1S орлы 
LY WC 


Hole is Cool.” 


- Dan Vapid, scenester, 24 July 1994 (approx. 6:00 PM CDT) 


Hi. How ya doin'. Rev. Norb here. Fuck, do i got a cold. I got other problems, too. You don't wanna hear about 
'em. I also got records. Plenty records. Small cool records, with big holes and bulges. I'mall over that bulge shit, 
baby. The hit single on the left is by my swell band, BORIS THE SPRINKLER. The a-side is called "Grilled 
Cheese" cuz we're from Wisconsin. See, i told you i had problems. It's sorta punky, kinda poppy, it's pretty 
good, really. B.W. told me he thought it was "amazing," but he could just be stroking me. I wouldn't put it past 
him. We do a REZILLOS cover on the B-side, "Bad Guy 
Reaction." Boy, no one's ever thought of that before. It used to 
come on cheese-colored vinyl, but i sold all those in ge 
exactly two months, so now it just comes on that murky E 
turd colored shit vinyl United uses. If you want a col- j 
| огей one real bad, i suggest you try Underground 
‘] Medicine Mailorder, or make your local pre-recorded 
musical entertainment emporium order it from our 
capitalist allies Dutch East or Scooby Doo. You can't 
19 get it from Blacklist because they’re hippies ог ѕоте- 
s thing, so fuck them anyway. The cover is orange and 
black. The 45 to my right is yet another single by my 

& ي‎ d sek swollen band. The a-side is an UNDERTONES, 
EA Pt a S Nl cover. The world needed it, what can i say? There are 
two songs on the B-side: i thought they sounded like 
SCREECHING WEASEL and the DIDJITS, respectively, but every- 
one else thinks they both sound like the MEATMEN. So the hell with 
me. The cover is dayglo pink and black and it's still available onf 
clear vinyl if you're into that sort of thing. Haye a nice day. 7 


each, postpaid, cash, 

or maybe a money order made out to "Norb" 
unless you are un-American 4 
then theyre ysze»z-«z. NO FRICKING CHECKS! FUCK YOU! 
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I told you kids to cut 
that god damn 
noise out! ' 


Now... 

Monster Truck Driver 7" 
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Cat Food CD 
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Soon... 
Monroe's Fur 7" 
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Last year, The Vindictives were 
asked to play an all ages show at Metro. Joe 
Vindictive has been involved with the local 
scene since the early '80s and is familiar 
with that club’s creepy business practices. 
He was offended that the Metro was moving 
in on punk rock after it had shut out punk 
bands for years. As a result, we drafted a let- 
ter to the Metro, called a meeting at the 
Underdog loft and asked the people who 
showed up to sign it. The people who signed 
included bands who didn't want to play 
Metro, fanzine editors who didn't want to 
cover the shows and punk rock fans who 
didn't want to support the club. The letter 
read as follows: 


Laura Moore, etc.: 


This letter is in response to your 
repeated attempts to book the Vindictives 
at Cabaret Metro. 

About six years ago, Metro took 
out full page ads in the Reader and 
Illinois Entertainer announcing that it 
would no longer have anything to do with 
booking punk rock acts or catering to a 
punk rock audience. Although the violent 
bouncers had always been a problem at 
Metro, it was the one place where touring 
punk acts could play, and where local 
punks could see a show in a venue that 
had an excellent sound system and that 
could accomodate large crowds. 
Apparently, lawsuits and skinhead vio- 
lence had gotten out of control and Metro, 
instead of trying to work out solutions, 
closed their doors to punk rock. 

Well, it didn't take long for 
many of us in bands and fanzines to begin 
booking our own shows, most of which 
took place in the suburbs. We did itby . 
working for little or no money and by 
running things the way we thought was 
right. lo and behold, there were no more 

` problems with violent bouncers. Violent 
skinheads were dealt with by both the 
security and crowd members immediately 
and effectively. Better yet, the politics of 
Sean Duffy and Joe Shanahan were long 
gone and it was no longer necessary to 
pucker up and kiss ass to get a gig. Ever 
hear of Operation Ivy? How about Zero 


cabaret metro 


he letter 


Boys, Rhythm Pigs, SNFU, Bomb, The 
Beatnigs, Crimpshrine, The Vandals, 
Moral Crux, Born Against, Spitboy, 
MDC, Artless, Green Day, Jawbreaker or 
The Mr. T Experience? We booked them 
when you wouldn't touch them with a ten 
foot pole, when you probably had no idea 
who they were (or are for that matter). 
Very quickly, new bands, labels 
and fanzines started sprouting up and the 
predominant attitude was one of coopera- 
tion. At the shows at Durty Nellie's in 


, Palatine, there was a feeling that we were 


all in something together and that we 
were contributing to the building of a self- 
sufficient, financially viable punk scene. 

This continued at McGregors in 
Elmhurst for over five years and since 
then, our little punk scene which was run 
entirely by amateurs has blossomed into a 
scene that can draw a thousand people to 
a show. ! 

McGregors, as you must know, is 
no longer doing shows. Now is probably 
the perfect time for Metro to get back into 
the business of punk. From Green Day in 
California to the Vindictives in Chicago, 
punk rock is becoming quite popular, and 
so is the D.I.Y. ethic that powers our 
scene. Local punk labels are now self-suf- 
ficient and our fanzines are providing 
excellent coverage of our scene. 

To put it bluntly, we’re not about 
to let Cabaret Metro come slinking back 
to the punk scene it abandoned and capi- 
talize on our hard work. Your way of 
doing business is, frankly, offensive to us. 
We are living proof that ethics and profits 
are not mutually exclusive, a concept that 
seems to elude you. We are not interested 
in dealing with your violent, macho 
bouncers, your inflated door prices, your 
policy of giving opening bands a lousy 
sound mix, or your politics (specifically 
your relationship with WXRT; pasted to 
the wall in the Underdog Collective house 


. is an article from the Reader in which Joe 


Shanahan discusses his seedy relationship 
with WXRT. XRT’s programming direc- 
tor Norm Winer asserts, “They won't 
book a band unless we play them.”) Do 
you really think The Vindictives or any of 
the rest of us see that as anything but 


` completely ludicrous? 


In a recent LE. article, Joe 
Shanahan was qouted as saying some- 
thing to the effect оѓ, “I’d rather have 100 
people at Metro who come to hear the 
music than to have 500 being rowdy and 
throwing bottles.” Well, at our shows 
those 500 people have no desire to throw 
bottles because they're not being system- 
atically screwed out of their money and/or 
beaten up by thugs employed by the club. 
Naturally, the sleaze, greed and distinct 
odor of bullshit that surrounds your club 
does not appeal to us; we have a far supe- 
rior alternative. 

In closing, we ask that you do us 
and yourselves a favor and keep your 
meathooks off of the scene we've built. 
We're not interested in playing your 
shows or covering them in our fanzines. 
You are old news, so please stick with 
those washed-up, cornball bands who still 
believe the road to stardom begins at 
Cabaret Metro. Я 


The letter was signed by myself, 
Joe Vindictive, Julie and Victoria from 
Underdog, Bob Byrne from Out Of Focus, 
James from Collective Chaos, Joe Principe 
and Denis Buckley from the then unformed 
88 Fingers Louie, Jose from Los Crudos, 
Dan from Sludgeworth, Tony from Victory 
Records, Paul Think, Rob from Self-Help 
Mantra, Glen Herman from WZRD, Ken 
from the Bollweevils, Bob from Smug, Alan 
from Tasty Bush, Doug from 8-Bark, Billy 
from Prophets of Rage, Thug from Soil, 
Cyrus from No Radio Productions, Shane 
from Staring Problem, Pete from Dry 
Heathens and two members of Gauge, who 
signed but refused to put their band name 
down (citing the fact that two of their other 
members weren't present). 

Since the letter was sent, 88 
Fingers Louie, Gauge, The Bollweevils and 
Think have all performed at Metro. The 
Underdog collective printed and distributed 
fliers urging local punks to support Metro 
shows (the flier was reprinted in issue #9 of 
Underdog 'zine). Now we know where these 
people stand. I'm sure they'd be happy to 
explain to you why they've changed their 
stance. Me, I'm just giving you the facts. 


On the day Propagandhi was scheduled 

to play Cabaret Metro with the Bollweevils and 88 

Fingers Loule, І got a call from Jughead who said that 

the bond needed a place to stay because they had 

cancelled their Metro gig and didn't have any other 

Chicago contacts. | called down їо Indianapolis and 

spoke with Jordan briefly about why they had can- 

celled the gig. 

They ended up playing in a basernent in 
Elmhurst. The next day, the band came over and we 
talked for a couple of hours. If | was diligent and hard- 
working, | would've transcribed the entire interview 
and written a very nice feature article on 
Propagandhi. The truth is, | hate transcribing tape. 1 
called Propagandhi after they finished their tour and 
asked them to send me some information regarding 
some of the other things we talked about (for 
instance, an “accountability sheet" which explains 
how they all spend the money they make from the 
bang]. Unfortunately, the band was about to leave for 
Australia and they weren't sure that they could get 
something out to me. Well, they didn't. 

Ultimately, | decided to run only the part of 

. the interview Іп which the band talked about their 
troubles with Metro. They had plenty of other interest- 
Ing things to say (like planning on leaving Fat Wreck 
Chords unless the label agreed їо stop using UPC 
codes on Propagandhi releases, and their strong feel- 
ings about supporting their local food co-op, and 
their frustration at trying to penetrate the thick skulls of 
the average Fat consumer) but you will not read them 
here because | am a lazy, self-serving oof. Sorry. 


Га like to start with the story of your aborted Metro 
gig, from the time you booked it until the time you 
cancelled it. 

Chris; Ok, basically, a guy named Dave Eaves was 
calling us when we were booking this tour, the guy 
who was doing the Crawlspace. | talked to him and 
he seemed ok. Our criteria at the time for a show was 
all-ages and low door. That's all we were concerned 
about at the time. We didn't take into consideration 
that the place could still suck. So we said we'll be in 
town on this date, can you do it? And he said yeah. 
Jordan: And he specified no Metro. 

Chris: Yeah, | told him we wanna play the Crawlspace. 


Why? 

Chris: Because | knew about the Metro and | just didn't 
wanna play there. Then Denis was calling from 88 
Fingers Louie - we know them - they are or were our 
friends. So one night there was a message left for me 
and it said “Denis called - Metro.” So | called in a 
panic to Denis and left a message on his machine... 
Jordan: This was the night before we were leaving on 
tour, May 25th. 

Chris: And | said, "Denis, no Metro.” Then | called Dave 
Eaves and talked to him and said, "Dave | got a mes- 
sage from Denis about the Metro and | wanna make 
sure the show is still at the Crawlspace," right? He said, 
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, it's at the Crawlspace." So | called 
and made sure, confirmed it with him, we left for tour 
and the Chicago show was booked at the 
Crawlspace. 

Jordan: And as far as we knew, if there were any alter- 
ations as to where the show was gonna be, it wasn't 
gonna be at the Metro. 

Chris: And if there's a change in plans, we give people 
that number because we call back and get our mes- 
sages every couple of days. So we showed up in 
Indianapolis and called up to Chicago - there had 
been no messages except that the Crawlspace 
might've been closed down but that's all we heard. So 
we called up to Chicago from Indianapolis and Dave 
said, “Yeah, it's at the Metro." 

Jordan: He was like, "Yeah, it's gonna be at the place 


. where you guys originally didn't want it.” So what we 


think is that the guys from the Bollweevils and/or 88 
Fingers Louie just assumed that we would play the 
Metro. 

Chris: | had never, ever talked to Ken from the 


, Bollweevils or this Marc Ruvulo guy and suddenly these  ' 


guys are doing our show at the Metro. And that's 
enough for us to say, y know, we have the option of . 
not doing it. 


Especially if you told them from the beginning that : 


you didn't want it at Metro. 
Chris: Oh, but they claim we said it was okay and 
theyre calling us liars now. It’s a personal thing now. 


Who's calling you liars? 
Chris: 88 Fingers Louie... 
Jordan: We heard that there were some people down 
at m Metro last night and they were raising a bit of a 
Stink... 

Well, they probably gre calling you liars but | don't 
think they'd say that to your face. | mean, they put 
themselves in a situation that make them look total- 
ly fucking stupid. They had to cover their ass. There 
were angry people showing up at the Dummyroom 
with their Propagandhi tickets wanting to know what 
was going on. 

Chris: See, that’s another thing. Even if everything had 
been cool with the Metro, if we had shown up and 
seen our tickets had been sold through Ticketmaster, 
that's another reason for us not to play the show. It's no 
longer a five dollar show. It has nothing to do with the 
punk community. 

Jordan: Plus you're making money for a company with 
a monopoly on that... 

Chris: Besides the idea of, like, even back in Winnipeg 
we should be looking to build up our own venues 
instead of letting people cash in on it - just the fact 
that they're taking fifty percent of whatever's made; 
theyre not putting any effort into it. I's just a place to 
play. And the fact that a place would have to make 
concessions for a punk show that they wouldn't take. a 
percentage of merchandise sales, that they'd have 
different security working and you can't bring a cam- 
era or recording equipment in there. It's just, why 
would we wanna raise fifty percent of what we make 
1o give to this place that consistently does that, or that 
has Budweiser sponsored shows. Everything about it is 
wrong. And even if we had have indicated somehow - 
which was impossible - but even if we HAD told Denis it 
was okay to book us at the Metro, well, if The 
Bollweevils' and 88 Fingers Louie's policy can change 
from the petition signing over the course of a year, 
then OUR attitude could have changed over the two 
months before we were supposed to play the Metro. 
So bottom line, it doesn't matter even if we HAD said it 
was fine for us to play there, if we show up and we 
don't like it, we're not gonna play. But all that aside, 
the show was booked by us at the Crawlspace before 
we left and they changed it, took it out of this Dave 
guy's hands. ў 


Did you talk to Dave after it had been changed? 
Jordan: It's kind of*cloudy as to what's going on cause 
we don't know the relationship between that Marc and 
Dave. Our friend in Indianapolis heard about the 
Metro thing and she called Dave to see if we could 
get'on the other show he was doing last night. 

Chris: He wouldn't do it for us because he's friends with 
this Marc guy. 

Jo pan Yeah, but we don't know what Dave was 
told... 

Well | know that Marc sincerely believes that I'm 
behind all this. 

Chris: Oh yeah, you wouldn't believe this. We had 
decided sitting in the van in Indianapolis that we 
weren't gonna play the show. We had not met any- 
body from this part of the country. We get to Julie's 
house and the Geeks are there - we had no idea they 
were from Chicago. We're sitting there trying to get a 
hold of people in Chicago and we asked them if they 
knew anyone up there to get another show and 


they're like, “We're from Chicago and we think the 
Metro sucks." And that was AFTER we'd already decid- 
ed not to play. Then I'm talking to Ken from the 
Bollweevils and Denis and they're telling me, “All those 
guys are just cronies of Ben Weasel and Joey 
Vindictive. Don't listen to them." And I'm going, “I'm 
not LISTENING to them, they're just helping us find 
another show." And then Ken says, “I find it very hard to 
believe that Ben Weasel and Joey Vindictive aren't 
behind this." 

Jordan: Actually, | think it was Marc who said that. 
Chris: It was one of them. Anyway, l'm like, “I've never 
talked to them in my life before, ever." And, | guess it 
was Marc, said, "| find that very hard to believe." 
That's kind of insulting. 

Chris: It’s very insulting. 

Jordan: To US! 

That's what | mean. 

Chris: Like we're so impressionable... We can't make 


our own decisions. 

And y'know, it's different when you're from out of 
town. | don't blame anybody who doesn't know the 
score. There's been plenty of times when my band 
has pulled up to a lousy, shitty club and everybody 
in town was telling us it sucked and we played any- 
way, cause it was too late for us to find another gig. 
I mean, the best you can do in that situation is just 
not play there again. 

Chris: But this is the third time on this tour that this has 
happened. We played the Berkeley Square in 
California. We played with All You Can Eat, who set up 
the show. And they didn't even wanna play there but 
Devon from A.Y.C.E. had tried to get other shows, 
basement shows, but nobody wanted to do it 
because of the Fat WreckChords thing. So we played 
and it turned out okay. Gilman, we want to support 
Gilman and places like it but they only do weekend 
shows and we were there on a Wednesday and 
Gilman's idea is that we should book our entire tour 


around Gilman which is stupid because there's plenty 
of other cool places in the States. 

John: | think the point is, we made compromises on 
this tour and nearing the end of the tour, we had 
learned a lot and it was just time to... 

Chris: It was the second time we'd done it. Berkeley 
Square was the first and we did it cause we would've 
been taking down All You Can Eat with us. | trust Devon 
immeasurably and we decided to do it so it was a 
punk show - three bands played and we made a 
huge mess of the stage. But the same thing hap- 
pened out east in Hampton (Virginia). We found out 
we were gonna be playing with a major label band, 
the Chainsaw Kittens, which was strike one. It was next 
to a navy base and... 

Jordan: And this is where our previous criteria comes in 
because this guy called us last January. SO we talked 
to him about coming down in May and we said it has 
to be all ages, low door price. And it's usually an over 


21 place but he agreed to make those concessions 
and he said it’s a really great place and we'd make 
money and a lot of people would come out to the 
show, So we played a town close to Hampton about a 
week before we were supposed to play there and 
everybody's on us, saying, "We'll go but it sucks,” 
yknow, “We can understand why a touring band 
would play there but it's a totally shitty place." So 
should you play or shouldn't you? 

Chris: Basically, it's a Metro in Hampton. For us, you 
can pretend that you're ignorant, but, | don't know, 
we're not starving right now, we're not desperate for 
money. 

But since you're from Canada, | don't think anybody 
here would have thought badly about you for play- 
ing the Metro. 

Chris: But | would have! | don't wanna give that place 
credibility. Making sort of a sacrifice by not playing it 
sort of stirs up shit locally. Yknow, people are gonna 
wonder, why didn't they play? At least it makes a point. 


But now that we're sitting here with you it's gonna look 
like a big conspiracy thing. 

It is but you're a band that's already sort of known 
for your integrity and | think your word as outsiders 
with a good reputation carries more weight than 
anyone involved in this Issue locally, including me. 
Chris: But that's not what we wanted, to get involved in 
scene politics. The point was this should happen 
everywhere, not just Chicago. | don't care if your band 
goes and plays there but our band isn't. 

John: | think a major point was us treating the punk 
Scene as a microcosm of a larger society - real life. 
We sing a lot of songs about supporting boycotts, 
worker's struggles and this is a perfect example of a 
boycott in a culture of our peers. 

Chris: And the poeple who initiated the boycott are still 
behind it, | mean, people ! look up to like Los Crudos 
or you guys or Doug from 8-Bark. As far as | know, they 
still stand behind it. 


PUNK ROCK INC. 1994 


a completely unprofessional, unresearched, opinionated 
assessment of the latest sensation that's sweepin' the nation 


When Screeching Weasel broke up, I got a 
fair amount of sympathy mail. I also got quite a bit 
of mail praising the band for not selling out to MTV 
or “getting big and famous.” Even though 
Screeching Weasel never made a concerted effort 
not to become big and famous, because of our stands 
on certain issues (major labels, local clubs like the 
Metro, the importance of staying with an indepen- 
dent) we were perceived as being champions of the 
punk rock spirit. While I’d love to wear the Punk 
Rock Champ-een belt proudly around my waist, 
there’s some misconception here. 

When we signed to Lookout Records and 
found ourselves unexpectedly thrust into a few left- 
over shreds of the punk limelight, we thought it was 
a passing fad - an odd little lapse of judgement on 
the part of the average punk consumer that would 
enable us to slide by rent free for six months or so. 
Within a year, it had become obvious that we were 
setting ourselves up for long term financial stability 
of the sort that allows us to pay the bills and, if we're 
lucky, save a couple hundred bucks a year. By 1992, 
we had adopted the policy of trying to sell as many 
records possible on our own terms - an issue that 
hadn't come up before because nobody was buying 
our records anyway. 

People have thanked us for not signing to 
a major label. We were never asked. People send 
their written appreciation for us not showing up on 
MTV. We couldn't afford to make a video. People 
applaud us for not being picked up and heralded by 
the mainstream press. They weren't interested. 
Although I've explained time and again why I 
wouldn't sign to a major label (my reason being that 
it's a crap shoot and I’m no gambler), I am applaud- 
ed for integrity. Integrity which, whether I possess it 
or not, has nothing to do with our staying on 
Lookout; as I said, we weren't asked to sign with any 
other label. Screeching Weasel wouldn't have signed 
to a major if we had been asked. But not for any 
heroic D.I.Y. reasons. We wouldn't have signed 
because I'm convinced it would have been a terrible 
move. We would've flopped. We would've owed the 
label money. I get by comfortably now - I doubt if IIl 
get rich on Lookout - but it's better than the alterna- 
tive. 

Punk bands who sign to major labels are 
stupid. I can say that with the utmost confidence 
even in the face of Green Day's massive success ( asI 
write this, they've sold somewhere in the neighbor- 
hood of 2.3 million albums - by the time you read 
this, I would not be surprised to find that figure dou- 
bled). Green Day is the Nirvana (and then some) of 
the punk scene. They are an abberation, a supreme 
example of being in the right place at the right time. 
Despite the fact that they're a great band and their 
major label debut is their best album yet, their suc- 
cess has little to do with how good their band is. 

Bands like Samiam and Jawbox are doing 
okay by all reports. If they were on a label like 
Lookout or Epitaph, they'd be making decent money. 
By major label standards, they're basically a wash. 
Because of the majors' recent trend toward paying 
attention to the way indies do business, it's unlikely 
that these bands will be dropped after one or two 
albums. But the fact remains that business is busi- 
ness, and if these bands don't do something to 
increase sales, they will end up broke. Since they've 
alienated the indie community by signing to a major, 
they'll be in a, let's say, difficult situation should 
they get dropped. What would you do? Retain your 
integrity even in the face of underwhelming sales? 


But what about your future? What will you do for a 
living? And what about all your dreams of becoming 
the next Green Day or Nirvana? And if you change 
your style, or the way you dress, is it an unforgivable 
compromise? Can you blame any band who does such 
a thing? I don’t know what will happen with Samiam 
and Jawbox. But the business of punk has gone 
through some radical changes in the past two years, 
radical enough to not just disrupt the balance of 
music and business in punk, but to entirely shift the 
focus. 

Few young bands in the punk scene 
understand what it was like for bands like mine, or 
Green Day, or members of Samiam, Jawbox, Rancid, 
NOFX, Bad Religion and Fugazi when they first 
started playing punk rock. The most a band could 
hope for in terms of success was to reach the level of 
a band like the Dead Kennedys or Black Flag, and 
even in the mid-’80s, those bands weren’t exactly 
packing ‘em in at the mall record store. The concept 
of independence went far beyond just being on an 
indie label - it spilled over into every aspect of their 
business dealings, from booking shows to selling t- 
shirts and dealing with the press. There was a work 
ethic which most bands stuck to, not out of any 
sense of duty to the people who were perceived as 
the scene police (like Maximum RockNRoll) but 
because we honestly believed that ours was a better 
way. Bands tried to keep their door prices low. T- 
shirts were sold at reasonable prices. Bands booked 
tours themselves, or had friends do it for them. 
When they started labels, they employed their 
friends and/or peers. They maintained a level of com- 
munication with the audience that was real and hon- 
est and was based not on the perception of bands as 
brilliant stars, but on a mutual level of respect and a 
mutual disgust with the typical band/audience rela- 
tionship. Of COURSE this wasn’t true in every case. 
Many bands became popular and immediately 
became what they hated. Most of them blew it - their 
bands, the money, everything. But the prevailing 
attitude among young bands was a sense of concern 
over treating the audience fairly and doing things in 
a way that was pleasing to THEMSELVES, not to a 
label that was demanding bigger sales. 

Plenty of bands wanted to make a living 
off their music, but few envisioned themselves sell- 
ing millions of records; it hadn’t been done and it 
appeared to be an impossible goal to acheive on an 
independent label. Bands would settle for getting by; 
either treating the band as a hobby or adopting con- 
servative business practices that would allow them 
to maintain an existence without having to drag 
themselves down to the warehouse at 9:00 every 
morning. Many bands shared living quarters to 
reduce expenses. They moved their own equipment 
and sold their own merchandise. They acted as man- 
agers, road crew, accountants and business gurus, 
and most of what they did was based on what their 
predecessors had done. 

This has changed. It has changed totally 
and irrevocably. Who killed punk? It wasn’t the 
major labels, it wasn’t bands who sold out, it wasn’t 
MTV and mainstream radio. It was the punks. 

Of course, nobody killed the music - it’s 
alive and kicking. The D.LY. ethics are alive and 
kicking as well, although in a perverted form; D.I.Y. 
now means Do It Yourself, at least until you can get 
somebody to do it for you. I guess I could bemoan the 
decline of these values, but not only would it be hyp- 
ocritical of me (not that that’s stopped me before), it 
would be pointless. What has been killed outright is 


the reality that you can only be successful to a cer- 
tain degree if you play punk rock. That, friends, is 
the fault of the fans. The punks. Things have 
changed and they’re gonna stay changed, at least 
until the punk rock craze dies a death similar to that 
of grunge. 

But while the concept of punk as nothing 
more than a cult craze died two or three years ago, 
punk rock as a commerically viable music form has 
not yet even reached its peak. Which leaves me in a 
strange situation as both a fan of punk and a person 
who makes his living off of punk music. 

I'm not really interested in seeing and 
supporting young bands. I feel that they're missing 
out on àn important element of the growth of a 
band; they don’t know what it's like to realize that 
their opportunities are extremely limited. The popu- 
lar ones (and there's more of them than ever before) 
will never know what it's like to spend years wallow- 
ing in obscurity. They will not take those experi- 
ences and use them in their decision making when 
they become extremely popular. Young bands in 
1994 are very hip to the way business is done in 
punk these days. It involves marketing, promotion, 
cool t-shirt designs, meeting the right people to get 
you hooked up with the right labels. It means busi- 
ness before everything else. While I am of the opin- 
ion that ANY band that acheives a decent amount of 
popularity will inevitably have to spend more time 
on and be more concerned about business than they 
ever did before, I find it disheartening that bands 
fresh out of the gate already have that attitude. How 
much “dues-paying” must one go through before 
being acceptable in my eyes? Funny I should men- 
tion that, ‘cause I really don’t know. It isn’t the fact . 
that certain bands haven’t paid their dues that 
creeps me out, it’s just the reality that the bands 
who shoot to the top after one record and one tour 
have a different attitude, one I can’t relate to (and 
one, coincidentally or not, that seems to lead to pre- 
mature breakups). 

But let’s talk money. The five dollar door 
is cute little relic from the past. It is a sign of street 
credibility and not much more. Door prices were five 
dollars in 1984. Ten years later, prices of musical 
equipment, vans, food, gasoline, recording studio 
time and rehearsel space time have shot up dramati- 
cally while door prices have stayed at the coveted 
five dollar level. Of course I’d rather pay five dollars 
than ten to see a band. I'd also rather pay 25 cents 
for a gallon of gas or $100 a month for rent. The 
thing is, I need gas to run my van. I need to pay rent 
to keep a roof over my head. I need to buy food to 
put in my stomach. I do not NEED to see ANY band. 
Entertainment is a luxury, not a necessity. When 
you buy a record or pay to see a band, you're making 
a choice. And considering that the punks now seem 
to be loaded with cash, a five dollar door seems silly. 

A quick sideline here: many people would 
point out that while it's all well and good for people 
to make money for the necessities in life, they could 
just as easily live in a smaller apartment and eat 
cheaper food and not turn up the heat so high in the 
winter. That's very true and some people are com- 
fortable doing that. But most people, by the time 
they reach their late twenties, want something more 
out of life. And if the guy who works a construction 
job can plan for a better future, or the woman who 
who works as a bartender to pay the bills can plan 
on bettering herself and getting more out of life, why 
is it immoral and unethical for members of punk 
bands to want the same? Especially when it's now 


not only possible, but likely that a good band with a 
decent following can make money on an indie label. 
The Offspring have sold over a million 
records on Epitaph with NO major label distribution. 
They’re in heavy rotation on MTV and are getting 
loads of airplay on mainstream radio stations all 
over the country. Nobody from a major label called 
MTV or those stations on their behalf. Epitaph did 
it. And as far as I know, it is the first time in the his- 
tory of punk rock that a band on an exclusively inde- 
pendent label has broken through to the mainstream 
with that type of success. NOFX is selling 200,000 
albums on Epitaph. Rancid has videos being played 
on MTV. And as much as the punks get angry about 
it, it's THEIR doing. THEY'RE the ones who make 
these bands popular. And y'know, even though I 


don't like Rancid and The Offspring, I don't 
begrudge 'em a dime. They are the first of many 
bands who are moving into a heretofore unexplored 
area of the music biz (at least for indie punk bands). 
Some of the bands who follow in the footsteps of the 
more popular Epitaph bands will fuck up big. They'll 
turn into buttholes. Still, I think there's more hope 
for the average punk band than there is for the aver- 
age metal, country, hip hop or pop band. As much as 
I come down on the punk scene, we tend to breed 
'em a little bit smarter. 

The demographics of the punk scene have 
changed to the point where it's almost unrecogniz- 
able. It's now largely comprised of consumers - peo- 
ple to whom entertainment is paramount. They 
don't give a shit about a band's ethics, they just 


wanna be entertained. To the people still left who 
DO care about ethical matters, these successful 
bands aren't even punk. To the rest of the scene, 
they're plenty punk and the kids are spending a lot 
of money on them. Whether that's good or bad isn't 
really even the issue; the point is, that's the REALI- 
TY. Bands do have a choice here. They can try to set 
an example and penetrate the (un)consciousness of 
their newfound audience. Some see it as a time-wast- 
ing endeavor, and I'm inclined to side with that 
point of view. Still, bands like Propagandhi are doing 
something important by conducting their business in 
a completely upfront way. Yeah, I think a lot of what 
is important to them is ultimately of little impor- 
tance in the long run, but their ethics are their own - 
not mindless parroting of their desperate-for-career- 


advancement friends. 

So the demographics have changed, the 
economic realities have changed and, let's face it, 
we're all a hell of a lot hipper about the business end 
of things. You see, I prefer working in a band over 
working in a factory or a gas station. It's harder 
work with longer hours and, in most cases, lousier 
pay, but it's much more satisfactory work and it dra- 
matically enhances the well-being of my brain. For 
now, getting by comfortably is fine. I am not, howev- 
er, stupid enough to believe that at age 35 I'm not 
gonna want more than a nice apartment and an abil- 
ity to stash away a couple hundred bucks a year. 
Now if the punks-don’t like that, that’s simply a 
problem they have with my character. I can live with 
that. The bigger problem is one of “how big is too 


big?" I'd like to sell as many records as possible on 
my.own terms - Гуе felt that way for a few years 
now. But things that never figured into the equation 
before are becoming standard issue for successful 
punk bands - things like MTV, airplay on Q101, 
glowing reviews in Spin magazine. 

My feelings about this are that it's all 
hilarious. The mainstream press is, let's say, just a 
tad bit late on picking up on the punk craze. So are 
the mainstream kids who have filtered into the punk 
scene and become THE PUNKS who I earlier pro- 
claimed were responsible for the death of punk. It's 
funny, things like signing autographs were unheard 
of five years ago. Now I'm beseiged for signed copies 
of albums when my band releases something new. It 
puts you in a funny situation. Since I'm uncomfort- 


able with signing autographs, I'd really rather not do 
it. At first, I refused. Instead of signing my name, I'd 
try to explain why my name didn't mean anything, 
why my band was just a band and even though we 
might make music that these people liked, they 
themselves were probably much more talented at 
things like changing the plugs in their car than we 
were. You don't ask for your mailman's autograph 
even if he's a really great mailman. You don't ask for 
an autograph from a great friend, someone who's 
inspired you and cause you to make positive changes 
in your life. Why would you ask a band for their 
autograph? My argument went in one ear and out 
the other. I was simply an asshole who was too good 
to come down from my rock star chair to make the 
fans who supported me happy. Yet if I signed auto- 


graphs, the punks who understood my argument 
gave me shit for playing the rock star game. No mat- 
ter what ya do, you’re a rock star. Too bad, that’s all 
part of the game these days. It is literally impossible 
to become successful artistically without being 
branded an arrogant sell-out by at least one faction 
of the punk scene (though it’s funny how these peo- 
ple don’t take the same attitudes toward other suc- 
cessful people in their communities). I guess what it 
comes down to for a lot of people is a black and white 
mindset; either you are pure in your art or else you 
are a media machine. The truth is, every single band 
_in the punk scene is a combination of the two and 
unless you never want to do anything more than put 
out a few seven inch records and play some parties, 
you have to be able to combine your creativity with 
business smarts. Personally, it makes me sick that 
bands like the Ramones, Buzzcocks, Rezillos, Stiff 
Little Fingers and Undertones were virtually 
ingored when they were at their peak and now, after 
they’ve either become washed up versions of their 
former selves or disbanded completely, are wor- 
shipped as punk genuises. What’s happening now is 
that the quality, cutting edge bands of today are 
being given a chance to enjoy the praise while they 
still exist. Sounds good to me; I ain’t in the business 
of playing martyr. f 

So the punk scene has changed. What’s 
done is done. Sell out? I’ve got news for you - every 
band that starts today has sold out from the second 
they form. They’ve sold out for respect from their 
peers and adulation from their fans. They’ve sold out 
for fame, fortune, sex, money and the opportunity to 
have other people think they're cool. Major labels? 
Hey pal, they ARE NOT infiltrating the punk scene 
and stealing away our bands. They are BUYING 
bands, and as I’ve said a million times before, you 
can’t buy what’s not for sale. Here’s the reality: until 
this craze dies down, punk rock is a business, a busi- 
ness as cutthroat and ugly as GM in many respects. 
But if you buy records or pay to see shows, you're 
feeding the monster. If you make ANY money off of 
your band, you’re a hypocrite for harshing on The 
Offspring for making a lot of money off of THEIR 
band. 

I expect to see a good number of my 
friends make incredibly stupid decisions within the 
next couple of years. Because they’re my friends, I 
hope they don’t get too badly burned. But I like to 
think I have a little bit of ESP in me (more likely, 
I'm just good at paying attention to trends) and I see 
most of the punk bands who sign to majors ending 
up broke, bitter, stagnant and depressed. A lot of 
bands will break up as a direct result of their own 
rash decisions. To me, it makes absolutely no sense. 
At the rate indie punk is growing (along with more 
savvy business practices employed by the labels) 
there seems to be no need to sign to a major in order 
to ride the crest of the punk craze - all you need to 
do is look at what's happening now, understand the 
nature of trends and try to see where this trail will 
logically lead. Hell, I've been predicting for three 
years that pop-punk was gonna be the next grunge, 
only bigger. It’s here. I've been predicting that indies 
would be able to compete with majors on every level 
by the end of this decade. It looks like that’ll be hap- 
pening in more like a year or two. 

Two of the bigger indie punk labels, 
Lookout and Epitaph, have had quite a bit of success 
with punk rock. Though they both run their busi- 
nesses in extremely different ways, I can no longer 
say with confidence that Epitaph is a cheeseball 
label. Lookout is homey, friendly, down to earth, 
Epitaph is serious and businesslike. Lookout, up 
until very recently, has detested the idea of change, 
feeling that their low-key approach was successful so 
far, so why fuck up a good thing? Epitaph plays the 
game and they play it well. Lookout is sometimes 
sloppy, forgetful and unprofessional. Epitaph is 
sleek, on the ball and they have their shit fully 
together. Yet I respect both labels. Although there is 
apparently some animosity between the two, they 
each do what works for them and they each do it 
well. And hey, even though I slag the majority of the 


records I receive from each label, they still advertise 
with me and they still send me records! There are 
aspects of each label I don’t like, but business-wise, I 
respect them. The same goes for labels like Dischord 
and Touch and Go. Despite the fact that they put out 
music I hate, I have yet to hear a band complain 
about their treatment from either of those labels. 
But out of these labels, Epitaph is the 


‘only one to break through in such a major way. And 


instead of reacting to their bands’ success, think 
about it for a minute. What are they doing wrong? 
Who are they screwing or ripping off? Why is it so 
terrible that some of their bands are on MTV? As 
many people have complained to me about hearing 
The Offspring on mainstream radio as haye com- 
plained about Green Day. Well, I wouldn’t know; I 


don’t listen to the radio. But if those bands can make - 


a decent living from the nimrods who DO listen to 
mainstream radio, I wish them well because this is a 
FAD. It will not last forever. Where will Green Day 
or the Offspring be in ten years? 

And what about the money? Should they 
spend it according to the way that YOU see fit? I 
don’t think they have that responsibility. If you 
don’t like ‘em, don’t go see ‘em play. Don’t buy their 
records. Don’t listen to mainstream radio (in fact, if 
these jerks who complain about Green Day being on 
Q101 would spend more of their time listening to 
good college or community radio, they would proba- 
bly discover some really great bands to tell everyone 
about instead of filling the air with even more talk 
about bands we all know about already). 

Epitaph has done very well by basically ` 
doing business like a major, minus a lot of the bull- 
shit that majors put their bands through. But don’t 
count Lookout out yet. The success of Green Day has 
made it possible for Lookout to increase the quality 
of their operation and they seem to be headed in the 
right direction. They’re increasing their promo lists, 
but intelligently; instead of sending 8x10’s and 
promo packs to fanzine people who don’t want ‘em, 
they’re saving time, money and energy by sending 
‘em only to the mainstream media people who DO 
want ‘em. Lookout is finally, after seven years in 
business, about to get a real office. The nice thing 
about Lookout is while they’re changing some of 
their business practices in order to deal with the 
punk rock gold rush in a practical manner, they’re 
still retaining the values and ideals that made them 
successful in the first place; they hire people from 
within the scene - if it takes a little longer for these 
people to learn their jobs, so be it. If they fuck up, 
it’s not such a big deal - they can learn from their 
mistakes. Lookout is in a position to give good job 
opportunities to a lot of good people. Some would say 
that any job is shit, but I ask you, would ya rather be 
working for Lookout or your local warehouse? 

I’ve probably had closer dealings with 
Lookout than any other band member on the label 
since 1991 and I’ve seen them change from being 
fairly inept to becoming pretty damn efficient. There 
are still a lot of bugs to be worked out, but Lookout 
i$ on the brink of breaking through to the main- 
stream in a big way. Is it a bad thing? Gee, I guess 
that depends on your views. As far as I'm concerned, 
Lookout is the perfect example of what a small busi- 
ness should be: the label's relationships with the 
bands and between the employees is as important as 
the business end of things. Yet the business end of 
things is run correctly - Lookout has doubled in size 
every year since they started business - a stat that 
any business would kill for. And I can still call up 
and talk to Lawrence about anything but business, 
and as frustrating as he can be, he remains a friend, 
just as he was before I ever signed to his label. As of 
October, 1994, I am officially and fully behind 
Lookout Records and am convinced that we will rule 
the world (that’s the other thing, I’m always think- 
ing of the label as *we" even though I own no part of 
the company and have nothing to do with their daily 
operations). 

I don't know that the bands on Epitaph 
have the same sort of relationship with their label, 
but I haven't heard any of them complain. Epitaph 


bands are taken care of - they are not let loose to 
sink or swim on their own. Of course, Epitaph is the 
biggest and, as a result, most hated label in punk. 
But let's face it, they have their shit together. Sure, 
most of their bands suck, but somebody likes ‘em 
and the money they generate doesn't only go into the 
pockets of the bands and the label employees; 
Epitaph buys ads in practically any fanzine that 
asks. Almost a third of the cost of printing and ship- 
ping this issue was paid for by Epitaph advertising, 
and out of the 7 or 8 albums they sent me, I 
slammed all but two. Despite that, I have no doubt 
that they'll advertise with me again. Whatever their 
reasons, this alone provides a hell of a lot of support 
for the indie scene so the next time you wanna slag 
Epitaph for MTV videos, keep in mind that they're 
making life a lot easier for the fanzine publishers of 
the world. 

Punk rock business is a reality. What I 
hinted at two years ago in my “Business Of Punk” 
article in MRR has happened on a bigger level than I 
ever thought it would. And Ill tell ya the truth, so 
far I'm pretty impressed with the people who have 
kept their heads. I won't pretend that I don't want 
to save up some money for when the trend dies. I 
will not run my business according to rules set up by 
people who are usually in positions of privilege like 
living at their parents' house or a college or havinga 
good paying job. But at the same time, ГЇЇ run my 
band according to the same basic principles I always 
have; unfortunately for some, these principles don't 
include refusing to allow my records to be sent to 
mainstream radio stations or magazines. What they 
do include are the concepts of not fucking people 
over to get ahead, not forgetting where we came 
from and not taking advantage of the people who 
helped us get where we are. ( 

Punk rock band members DO owe the 
independent scene something for helping them 
acheive their success. They should give something 
back. Green Day gives it back by bringing bands like 
Pansy Division on tour with them. They made sure 
that their label retained the rights to their first two 
albums, albums that make money for the label and 
enable them to put out records that DON’T sell like 
Green Day. Since I don’t know The Offspring, I can’t 
comment on what they do, but just by being on an 
indie label, they are keeping a large chunk of the 
money they generate in the independent scene - not 
only for their label, but for plenty of promoters and 
tons of fanzines. And y’know, what these bands and 
people give back to the independent community is 
tangible, The smart ones will use their money to 
keep the independent structure alive and kicking for 
years to come. 

In the meantime, if these people want to 
buy houses or fast cars or shoot heroin, I don’t really 
give a crap. And as a punk, until you start holding 
the plumbers and ditch diggers and corporate execu- 
tives and landscapers and postmen and secretaries 
accountable for what they do with their personal 
dough, then maybe you should think twice about 
harassing bands for how they spend THEIR money. 
If you think the ways in which they spend their 
money are stupid, fine. If you think they’re unjustifi- 
able, then I hope your own backyard is very tidy 
when you start shooting your mouth off. 

The trend is here. A lot of it is ugly. Punk 
is attracting more and more jerko, jock-minded 
blockheads. I don’t know what can be done about 
that. I do know that when the trend dies out, those 
people will leave. And I’m confident that there are 
enough bands and labels who are principled enough 
to help keep the indie scene strong long after the 
resurgence of punk is another little footnote in the 
mainstream rock history books. 

But for the bands who panic, who think 
that they must sign to a major now while the trend 
is hot, I feel pity. Most of them will wallow in some 
indie rock limbo for the rest of their short and miser- 
able careers. I don’t hate them for doing it, I just 
think it’s an unwise decision that 99 times out of 100 
will result in a fucking mess. 
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^.. Q lof of the people who've gone 
out of their way to poke at me per- 
sonally over the years, | suppose I've 
matured fo the point where | get off 
on it -- if all | have to do is exist, and 
they get angry, | think that's great!" 
-- Jello Biafra, Maximum Rocknroll, 
January, 1986 

"I hope, at least, they (MRR) think 
about the way they target particular 
people and witch hunt them, 
whether or not these are the most 
important enemies worth fighting. If 
you go on and on, carelessly print- 
Ing rumors you hear about some- 
body and slanting things to paint an | 
ugly picture for the reader, this is 
your farget, this person has it com- 
ing, etcetera, this person can have 
shit coming down on them once it 
gets into the rumor mill. | have no 
Idea if the people who actually did it 
(busted Biafra's knee) even know 
how fo read, so it's not fair and 
ridiculous to blame MRR directly. But 
for creating the atmosphere that I 
am a rich rock star who deserves 
what they gef, | think they are front 
and center in spreading those lies; in 
particular, Tim Yohannan and Ben 


roughly five hours of tape. A few 
people who were quoted in the 
article were upset about the 
way in which they were por- 
trayed. They wrote letters to 
Maximum (which were printed) 
and had their say. 

While talking with 
Greg Werckman, the manager 
at Alternative Tentacles, | asked 
him about the No More 
Censorship Defense Fund, an 
organization which was created 
in response to Biafra's legal trou- 
bles concerning an H.R. Giger 
poster contained in a copy of a 
Dead Kennedys album. The 
NMCDF was run in close cunjuc- 
tion with A.T. Its volunteers raised 
a great deal of money to help 
pay the legal expenses of Biafra 
and his co-defendents. After the 
case was dismissed, the NMCDF 
puttered and finally came to a 
top. | asked Werckman if the . 
NMCDF had financially support- 
ed or attempted to help raise 
money for artists in similar situa- 
ions as Biafra; the NMCDF had 
claimed to be about artists' 


Weasel." ights, not solely about Biafra's 
-- Jello Biafra; Flipside, September ights. Greg told me that they 
1994 


hadn't, that when people called 


Though “а normally never or wrote to ask for help, they 


encourage anyone to buy any issue 
of Flipside fanzine, you really oughta 
et the Sept. '93 issue (#91) in which The NMCDF was in 
pd old dd Jalio Biafra ee off the CONTACT THE reality the Jello Biafra Defense 
deep end, once agin confirming WMCDF AND FIGHT Fund. That didn't bother me. 
That there's at least one person in THIS INJUSTICE! What bothered me was that 
The punk scene who's considerably once again, Biafra was running a 
more paranoid than |. scar, the likes of which he 
In the interview, Biafra tells drones on and on about in his 
of a conspiracy put together primari- lengthy lectures when perpetu- 
ly by Tim Yohannan of Maximum ated by our evil government. In 
Rocknroll (with a little help from yours The Flipside interview, Biafra 
truly) which is designed to "tilt peo- И claims, "...Ben Weasel implied 
ple's perception in a certain direc- “that No More Censorship was 
tion, and maybe let the rumor mill created specifically to boost me, 
do the rest." and claimed that Alternative 
Both Biafra's Alternative Tentacles said that. Which then, 


Tentacles label and Yohannan's The key No More Censorship vol- 
Maximum Rocknroll are distributed unteers were furious that MRR 


through Mordam Records in San were pissing all over a year. of 
Francisco. Mordam has yearly meet- hard, nerve-shattering work, and 
ings with members of the labels and they sent letters. None of them 
fanzines they distribute to assess their satisfaction with Mordam and were printed." 
discuss any possible changes. At one of those meetings a couple of Nowhere in the interview does Biafra ever come 
years ago, Yohannan attempted to get Mordam to stop selling to dis- out and claim that the NMCDF WASN'T more than his personal 
tributors that are owned by major labels. His two main detractors were defense fund. He offers not a single example of a person or organiza- 


Jello and Lawrence from Lookout. The end result of the meeting was tion that the NMCDF has helped out finanically. And it's true, | got my 
that Tim demanded that Maximum not be sold to distributors with information from Greg at A.T. And while some NMCDF volunteers were 
major label connections. pissed (and by the way, their letters WERE printed in MRR), Biafra’s 

A few months before that meeting, | wrote the "Business Of stretching it when he claims that their anger was directed at MRR. It 
Punk" article for Maximum. | discussed issues ranging from distribution was directed at ME, as it should've been; | was the one who wrote the 


to promoting gigs. | interviewed over twenty people and transcribed article they disagreed with, not Tim and not anyone else at MRR. 
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- an appeal put out by the NMCDF during Biafra's trial, reprinted from Maximum Rock-N-Roll, October, 1987 


In the October, 1987 issue of Maximum Rocknroll, after a 
story concerning the dismissal of the charges against Biafra and his 
co-defendents, there was a plea for financial help run by the NMCDF. 
The sheer evangelical sliminess of the appeal is enough to make one 
physically ill. It's got it all: we need your money to stop the anti-Rock 
(make sure there's a capital "R") forces who will attack again and 
again once they taste blood; we have to show them what we think 
with our dollars; we need to band together and fight these evil forces 
and we can only do її through your financial help! 

Over $55,000 was raised for Biafra's defense. Since then, | 
have not heard a peep from Biafra or the NMCDF regarding the cen- 
sorship and persecution of the record store in Florida that was 
harassed by the law for selling a Pansy Division record, or artist Mike 
Diana, who has been through hell for drawings he did in his 'zine Boiled 
Angel. How are we supposed to assume that Biafra's REAL concern 
was the eradication of censorship when he and the NMCDF shut their 
doors on the punk community who had helped them as soon as his 
own scurvy ass was out of the proverbial sling? 

After Biafra got his knee smashed at Gilman this summer, | 
called Alternative Tentacles to offer my sympathy to Biafra, despite 
our differences. | also questioned Greg about the rumors I'd heard 
that Jello was blaming me and Tim for creating the climate that led to 
his beating. Greg told me that he had heard nothing of the sort, that 
as far as he knew, Biafra hadn't mentioned me at all. In actuality, 
Biafra DOES blame Tim and me for his beating, which is ludicrous. Did 
the neanderthals who beat up Biafra read one of my columns from 
two years ago (which is roughly around the time | got tired of taking 
Biafra to task in my column for being a phony sonofabitch) and quote 
from it whilst pounding him, as Biafra initially reported? Uh, gee, what 
do you think? 

Biafra complains that his side of the story (or stories) is never 
told in MRR. Never mind the fact that during the whole time | was writ- 
ing about Biafra, he was still on good terms with Tim and could've eas- 
ily responded to my accusations. 
Never mind that | repeatedly 
attempted to interview him when | 
was doing my "Business Of Punk" arti- 
éle, an endeavor that left me feeling 
like Michael Moore chasing around 
Roger Smith. Greg at A.T. told me 
that Biafra didn't want to bother 
doing an interview with me because 
he knew | was going to twist things 
around, Yikes! Somebody get the 
friggin’ butterfly net! This silver- 
tongued, dashing young fellow who 
has successfully resurrected his 
career as a man who SPEAKS to 
dudiences all over the Country was 
afraid of my highly-in-demand, well- 
honed journalistic tomfoolery skills? 
Come on. Biafra WILL NOT give 
straight answers to certain questions. 
As the Flipside interview shows, as 
soon as things start hitting to close to 
home, he's off blathering about 
Tipper Gore or the Ratings Board or 
some fucking thing. Biafra had every 
chance in the world to set things 
siraight if he felt | was attacking him 
unjustly. Biafra has always had the 
option to mouth off in MRR, an 
option he's exercised regularly over 


the years. Why, in the case of my supposed creation of an anti-Biafra 
atmosphere, did he choose instead to sit back and say nothing in 
response through the pages of MRR, particularly since literally every- 
thing | wrote about him was written BEFORE his little tiff with Yohannan? 

The reason Biafra got beat up was because he happened 
to be at a show which was also being attended by some boneheads 
who apparently don't understand that just because someone is 
wealthy, that doesn’t mean they deserve to get beat up. After my 
own experiences with people picking fights with me and giving shit to 
me at gigs, | can empathize with him. But the fact is, these people's 
ideals are their own. Even if they took everything l'd ever said about 
Biafra as the gospel truth, how would that change the fact that 
they're stupid, violent fuckheads of the sort that have been around 
since civilization began? н 

| find it disheartening that Biafra would resort to tactics gen- 
erally employed by the people he rails against; does he want us to 
stop questioning his actions altogether just in case some nut gets the 
idea to kick his leg in? 

Y'know, most of the shit | get from people is the result of 
other people writing either outright lies about me or distorting the 
facts. | don't like the people who write those things, but that doesn't 
change the fact that the jerks who'd like to knock me down a peg for 
real or imagined transgressions against the punk scene are fucking 
morons and that their idiocy or sense of justice or whatever is their 
own. Part of the reality of being perceived as famous is that there are 
kooks out there who want to give you a hard time, ranging from ver- 
bal agression to physical. Given his paranoia, | woulda thought Biafra 
would be prepared for such things. Apparently not. 

| think it sucks that Jello got beat up, particularly because 
the same thing could just as easily happen to me (I have become a 
“rock star” to practically every other jerk | have the misfortune of run- 
ning into). But blaming it on something that someone wrote is silly and 
Biafra knows ЇЇ. Hell, he makes a living taking people to task for such 
PERE T logic. Or maybe he oughta take the 
blame for the psycho-sexual trauma 
he caused in that poor little boy 
who opened up his Dead Kennedys 
album to find a collage of genitals. 
Typically, John Crawford has 
checked in with several Baboon 
Dooley comics (lack of space pro- 
hibits me from printing them here) 
detailing the current 'fight" between 
Biafra and Yohannan. With all due 
respect to Tim, it's pretty funny, 
painting "Jellita" and "Tina" as 
againg Riot Grrrls in the midst of a 
vicious catfight. My only complaint is 
that | wasn't represented in any of 
the:comics. What the fuck, John? __ 
Did my 15 minutes come and go ~ 
with "How To Get Your Employees To 
Work For Free"? 

The following is a response from 
Tim Yohannan to Biafra's interview. 
Tim has been friends with Jello since 
punk rock hit San Francisco. He ў 
defended Jello to me several times 
when | wrote about him in my col- 
umn. Tim knows Biafra probably as 
well as anyone. If you haven't read 
the Flipside interview, you should 


photo by Killjoy swiped from Flipside check it out before reading this. 


When you got your leg broken at Gilman, a very sad situation, | 
топу directly from you, just second hand shit. And о | took the initiat 
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иске, you've now got one. But there is still time to get that job done right and still time to break out of the isola- 
hes. You're basically a good person and | hope you can get yourself organized. Meanwhile though, stop taking 
nstructively i in these matters. Get well. 


and yer out! 


TRIKE THREE 


Major League Baseball play- 
ers, the team owners and sportswriters 
across the country can agree on one 
thing: the most exciting season base- 
ball had seen in years was ruined. Not 
only were individual players like Frank 
Thomas, Ken Griffey, Jr. and Jeff 
Bagwell on pace to break records that 
have held since before most of us were 
born, not only was the maybe-juiced, 
maybe-not ball resulting in impressive, 
fan-pleasing home runs, but the addi- 
tion of the wild card spot created by 
forming two new divisions was actually 
beginning to look like a good idea; 
Monreal and Atlanta would 
have been battling it out and 
the Astros could very easily 
have found themselves in a 
World Series. Instead, the sea- 
. son was trashed. 

It’s easy to say that the 
season was ruined by greed. 
It's easy to take the everyman 
approach and casually lay 
blame on both sides. But the 
simple reality is, once again, 
the owners are intent on fuck- 
ing up our national pasttime. 

Does the salary cap help small 
market teams? In a strictly financial 
aspect, l'Il give it a definite maybe. But 
ultimately, some cities simply aren't 
receptive to baseball. The Expos cannot 
draw crowds in Montreal, whether 
they're in last place or gearing up for a 
pennant race (as they were this year). 
Seattle, San Diego and Minnesota face 
similar problems. The bottom line with 
these cities is that a salary cap is not 
the answer. Even if it levels the field of 
competition, these towns are not base- 
ball friendly. If someone doesn't care 
about baseball, they don't care. It 
won't matter if a team is winning or 
losing (check out attendance figures in 
Montreal for a good example). And 
meanwhile, as the owners wring their 
hands over losing revenue, there are 
lines stretching for blocks filled with 
wealthy men who would gladly pay 
millions of dollars for a professional 
sports team, even if the franchise is a 
losing one in a small market. What do 
these people see that the current own- 
ers don't? The truth is, a big part of the 


reason that small market teams aren't 
doing as well financially is because the 
owners of said teams want to make the 
same kirid of money as the owners of 
teams like the Yankees and Cubs. 
Sorry, guys, the players aren't buying it 
and neither ат І. 

In the end, the players are 
right. They are doing what they're 
doing out of what one might call a per- 
verted sense of loyalty. Are they simply 
mouthing the correct words when they 
tell us that they must strike because it's 
the right thing to do, because of all the 
people who did it before thém and 


made things better for them? | don't 
think so. Baseball players, like most 
professional athletes, aren't known for 
their deep thinking. This simplistic 
thought process may be silly, and to 
some, unbelievable, but | think they're 


for real. They are united; | have yet to 


hear any player, including some of the 
highest paid, speak words of dissen- 
sion. Conversely, two of baseball's 
most visible and influential owners, 
Reinsdorf and Steinbrenner, have 
grumbled publicly about their side's 
rigid stance. And the fact is, the players 
know damn well that the owners are 
full of crap when they bitch about 
those poor, disadvantaged small mar- 
ket teams. 

The season is over. It was per- 
verted, disrupted, tainted. The greatest 
season that never wgs. What a fucking 
shame. 


And so we look at football. 
And despite my love for the sport as 
played at the professional level, you 
have to be disappointed at what you're 


ALL of you! 


looking at this year. As usual, the 
entire AFC looks amateurish at best, 
with only Miami and Kansas City look- 
ing as if they can glide through to win 
their respective divisions, though the 
fate of both teams rests on their quar- 
terbacks. With that in mind, don't be 
surprised if a dark horse emerges late 
in the season. I'm not ruling out an - 
upset in the playoffs resulting in an 
AFC wildcard team making it to the big 
show only to become humiliated by the 
Cowboys or '49ers. The AFC Central in 
particular is a rotten division, one that 
raises not the question of who will win, 
but who will care. Most likely to 
place first are the Steelers, and 
only on pure guts. Don't sweat 
it, they ain't going anywhere. 
Cleveland will place a close 
second, the hapless Oilers will 
place third and the Bengals will 
remain in the cellar, as is right 
and just. The East is a bit more 
exciting, but The Bills are an 
old and bitter team whose era 
is officially over. | like Miami to 
pull ahead-early with the Jets 

= and, believe it or not, the Pats 
to duke it out for second. No kidding, 
watch and see if New England doesn't 
pick up the pace about six games into 
the season. Though most sportswriters 
have picked the Raiders to emerge vic- 
torious in the West, L.A. has shown 
that they're incapable of running the 
ball (particularly with McCallum out for ` 
six weeks at the beginning of the sea- 
son) and their defense is nothing to 
write home about. But what about 
those Chargers? Can Humphries keep 
it together? The fourth week of the 
season has just ended as | prepare to 
send this issue to the printer and San 
Diego is the NFL's only unbeaten team. 
| don't think they'll remain unbeaten 
but their division is hardly a tough one. 
And guess who they'll be battling it out 
with for second. You got it booby, the 
Seahawks are putting together a 
respectable season. They're not domi- 
nant in any phase of the game, but 
Mirer is coming along and the tradi- 
tionally top-notch Broncos and Raiders 
are gonna end up in the cellar this 
year. Seattle could very well be fighting 


it out in the final AFC playoff game 
with the Dolphins, who will lose big if 
Marino goes down. 

The Chiefs looked good 


against San Francisco in week 2. They . 


probably would have won the game 
even if S.F. had been at full-strength, 
but San Francisco’s offensive line prob- 
lems have resulted in Steve Young 
appearing to be incapable of filling the 
` mighty Montana's shoes. The people of 
San Francisco. are completely loopy if 
they think Young is the problem. Give 
the man protection and he's second 
only to Aikman in the NFC by the end 
of the season. As it stands now, if S.F. 
does not find a way to overcome their 
problems, they're gonna find them- 
selves in a fight with Atlanta for first 
place. 

Aikman and Co. will glide to 
first place in the NFC East. Don't let 
their narrow escape from the lame 
Oilers fool you; half the team was get- 
ting over the flu, and when yov're the 
champs, you tend to slack off early in 
the season. The Cowboys, a team | 
hate almost as much as Green Bay, 
will likely win another Super Bowl this 
year. The rest of the division is, let's 
say, not what it used to be. New York 
always makes a respectable showing, 


and for that reason alone they should 
place second. The Eagles will have a 
good year as well, but every time they 
face a team with a halfway decent sec- 
ondary, Cunnigham is gonna look 
awful. If he completes the season, I'll 
eat my hat. Washington is gearing up 
to be a dynasty team in about five 
years. In the meantime, don't expect 
too much. Buddy Ryan's Cardinals are 
a bit like Buddy. The idea is kind of 
interesting but the execution is gonna 
be lame. 

The NFC Central. The best 
defense belongs to the Vikings and 
with every team in the division except 
Detroit looking like dogshit offensively, 
logic dictates that the sorry Vikings are 


. gonna pull it off. They'll be followed by 


Detroit, who will do well in spite of all 
the attempts by their coach to confuse 
and screw up a core of talented play- 
ers. Guts will get the Bears into third 
place. They are another future dynasty 
team, but the days of glory are still 
about two seasons away. Despite 
assertions to the contrary, Walsh is not 
the man. Kramer is a good enough 
quarterback to succeed in the NFC 
Central, perhaps the only division in 
which who's playing quarterback is far 
less important than who's playing cor- 


nerback. Green Bay again just reeks of 
failure. They have a fairly talented 
team, and they'll split their games with 
the Bears this year, but Favre will never 
be a quality NFL quarterback which 
leads one to believe that the talents of 
Sterling Sharpe will go to waste. The 
Packers will make the citizens of Green 
Bay even more deranged than they 
already are by sputtering all season. 
The Bucs, of course, will finish last, 
despite having an improved offense, 
simply because that's the natural order 
of things. 

The fact is, the league is cur- 
rently filled with more mediocre teams 
than at any point in history | can 
remember. Despite the two point con- 
version rule, the one inch tee kickoff at 
the thirty yard line and the expansion 
of the neutral zone, this season will not 
be a particularly intriguing one. Still, 
it's not as terrible as the sportswriters 
make it seem; yes, we're seeing the 
effects of the salary cap in many cases 
and it's not pretty. But being the opti- 
mistic guy that | am, | can't help but 


. label the huge number of mediocre or 


just plain sucky NFL teams as being in 
a period of transition. Trust me, booby, 
the NFL will look a hell of a lot more 


competetive come 1996. 


PANIC BUTTON FOOTBALL PICKS '94-'95| 


NFC CENTRAL 
MINNESOTA 
DETROIT 
CHICAGO 
GREEN BAY 


TAMPA BAY 


AFC CENTRAL 
PITTSBURGH 
CLEVELAND 

HOUSTON. 
CINCINNATI 


NFC EAST 
DALLAS 
N.Y. GIANTS 
PHILADELPHIA 
WASHINGTON 
ARIZONA 


AFC EAST 
MIAMI 
NEW ENGLAND 
N.Y. JETS 
BUFFALO 
INDIANAPOLIS 


SUPER BOWL '95 HEART NOT HEAD PREDICTION: KANSAS CITY OVER DALLAS 


NFC WEST 
SAN FRANCISCO 
ATLANTA 
NEW ORLEANS 
L.A. RAMS 


AFC WEST 
KANSAS CITY 
SEATTLE 
SAN DIEGO 
L.A. RAIDERS 
DENVER 


My ONE Baseball Story 


by Rev. Norb, Star Athlete 


Like every true punk rocker, i suck in all sports (actually, i was pretty good in dodgeball, but my agent and the league 
were several orders of magnitude apart on the contract when the NCAA yanked my eligibility after that stoopid goat 
mascot had to get the stitches). And, like the rest of my clear-headed, well-adjusted peer group, i know in my heart of 
hearts that anything i am not good at must intrinsically suck. Consequently, i have not followed sports since prior to my 
courageous bout with puberty (although i will hasten to admit A) i am not sure if “since prior” is a grammatically correct 
utterance, and B) i do follow football to a certain extent if the Packers happen to be winning. Needless to say, i haven’t 
watched all that much football). Unfortunately, there was once a time when this perspicacity of vision was not yet mine; 
a time when my head was crammed with ridiculous sports statistics, divisional race scenarios, and an all-pervasive 
көл ө ele Sad EE longing for wieners and Coke. It is from this period that the following anecdote is drawn. 

ALREADY THIS FUCKED: It is either Summer or Fall 1976 or Spring 1977, unless it was Spring 1976 but i don't really think so. I’m leaning 
Portrait of the Author in towards Spring ‘77, but i can tailor this for your needs. | am not yet twelve and i am standing out on a baseball diamond 
Heavy Sports Fan period, somewhere in Antioch, Illinois (a sleepy little burg just off 1-94 and close enough to the Wisconsin border that you don’t 
ca. 1976 gotta pay anything to the order of the Illinois Tollway Commission to get there) with my year-younger cousin Tony and 

my eight-year-old brother Kurt. We are engaged in the pursuit of whatever gimpy variant of baseball three kids with one 
ball, one bat, and one glove between them traditionally engage in pursuing. Tony is hot shit for the Lyons-Ryon Cubs (or some shit like that) of the Antioch 
Little League. He has a slider and a curve ball and all that other pitcherly jive. My brother will eventually hunker down in the glamorous catcher’s squat for the 
Tigers of the Allouez, WI, Little League. He will get to wear a catcher’s mask and a chest protector. At this point in time, i am just a fat kid with glasses who 
likes the Beatles and collects comic books and baseball cards and probably would’ve wound up the next Mark David Chapman were it not for the timely inter- 
vention of punk rock. The one year i actually did wanna play Little League, the Allouez Park & Rec Dept. said i hadda turn seven on or before August 1st. | 
turned seven on August 2nd. No slack was cut me, which i found not at all surprising. Anyway, we were pissing around on this baseball diamond by Tony's 
house for a while when i see this guy leaving one of the houses that face the park. | figure he's just walking out to his truck, but when he continues his pur- 
poseful stride past his vehicle and into the street, it quickly becomes apparent that his trajectory will soon bring him in direct contact with our party, and he is 
well aware of this. Bogey at six o'clock! In a way, childhood was kind of cool. No one with a cornball New Yawk accent would call me up on Saturday mornings, 
claiming to represent AT&T and demanding one good reason besides the fact that i loathe their TV commercials with an unholy passion that i still refuse to 
switch my long-distance service back to them, even though they're offering me like millions of dollars to do it. On the downside of the hairless years, however, 
is the sad fact that whatever you do is almost always WRONG. If you're playing in the yard, your Mom will holler out the window at you to stop tearing up the 
lawn and for god's sake go play in the park. If you go to the park, someone else will come running out from who knows where screaming how, Jesus Christ, 
YOU can't be at the park NOW, don't you know the park is closed or reserved or under siege or some other goddamn thing? You fucking kids go play in the 
street. You go play in the street and the cops tell you to get the fuck back in your yard. 1 never really figured that shit out, which is why i spent so much time sit- 
ting in my room reading comic books (which, of course, would only last til my dad would find me sitting in my room reading comic books and would command 
me to go outside and play in the yard). The guy is obviously not out for an aimless afternoon stroll, he's heading towards us on some kind of mission; this 
does not augur well at all. Never one for a great deal of extraneous social intercourse, i almost give the signal for us to run — however, quick mental calcula- 
tions uncover several.crucial equations that undermine the wisdom of flight, to wit: A) baseball = broken windows B) running = perceived admission of guilt 
C) perceived admission of guilt good enough to try, convict, and hang eleven year olds in any court in the nation D) admission of guilt by defendant = restitu- 
tion for plaintiff. /f i run and am caught, i will wind up paying for some fucking window a kid broke two weeks ago. | am the second-slowest male in the sixth 
grade; if i flee i will almost certainly be apprehended, and probably caned for resisting arrest to boot. My only real option is to semantically outflank this joe, 
and i quickly begin assembling a case for my innocence. Things fall into place rather easily, as my "i was in fucking Green Bay when your window got broken, 
asshole, and i've got witnesses galore to prove it" alibi seems to be pretty airtight. Unfortunately, Tony has no such alibi. If he can't prove his innocence to the 
looming palooka's satisfaction, i think me and Kurt both become accomplices, for which, i believe, we can be imprisoned for life. | look at Tony for his signal to 
run, but Toenail's got his game face on and i figure he must know what he's doing. The palooka is now among us. He's muscular, athletic, not overly tall, and 
mildly stocky. He also sports some real crazed looking muttonchop sideburns. Were the Wacked-Out Vietnam Vet stereotype widely circulated at this point in 
history, Wacked-Out Vietnam Vet would we have believed him to be. He is smiling, which is a social signal both good and bad: Good because this pretty much 
‘means he's not here to kick our tails over some shattered thermalpane; Bad because i can tell he's only smiling to give the impression that he means us no 
harm so we don't bolt on his Wacked-Out neo-Vietnam Vet ass. Like i always say: Never trust a smiling, frowning, or expressionless man. We cease play. "Hi, 
guys!" he bellows in a voice dripping with fake casualness. “HI” we respond in unison. “Playin’ a little baseball?" “YEAH, WE'RE PLAYIN’ A LITTLE BASE- 
BALL" comes our united response. We have obviously sat through the Common Antiphon section of Sunday morning Catholic services a few times in our 
lives. However, the part about that asshole Doubting Thomas not being satisfied until he stuck his fucking fingers right into Jesus' abdominal flesh wound has 
not, apparently, taken root quite the same way the priest/congregation call-and-response thang has: i smell a rat. This guy has an angle. He's obviously got a 
product of some sort to pitch; nobody asks a bunch of kids who are playing baseball if they're "playing a little baseball" unless they're either A) ninety years 
old and legitimately wondering what the fuck is going on, or B) making what they believe to be appropriate small talk for the pre-pubescent demographic as a 
prelude to some type of sales pitch. If you're a grown-up, inane small talk of this nature can be followed by a shill for anything from free subscriptions to Motor 
Trend and four other magazines of your choice (with a small two-dollars per title per week handling fee) to free reconnection to AT&T long distance service. If 
you're a kid, you can be pretty sure that once the small talk dries up, the pitchman is either gonna show you his dick or ask to talk to you about the Bible. In sit- 
uations like these, i generally hope for dick, because then you're allowed to leave once you get bored. If it’s Bible, you gotta listen to the guy drone on for 
hours before he shows you his dick. The palooka's barndoor remains up, and no Bibles have yet to make themselves manifest. | await The Angle. "Who's your 
favorite player?" Aye, he's a wily one: he has structured this question so we all have to answer him individually. Divide and Conquer. This one could be dan- 
gerous. "Tony Perez" says Tony. | hated fucking Tony Perez. The Reds were my favorite team, and i had the cards for the entire starting lineup except for all- 
star first baseman Tony Perez. Tony, of course, had the entire starting lineup including namesake Perez; consequently Tony My Cousin thought Tony Perez 
was GOD, i thought he sucked. | was GLAD he got hurt and couldn't play for the Series against the Yankees; i was GLAD the second-string guy (Dan Driessen i 
think? | can't remember. Some guy with a bunch of D's in his name) did real well as the Reds crushed the Yankees in four; i was GLAD Cincinnati shipped his 


ass off to Montreal the next year. HAW, HAW! YO’ FAVORITE PLAYER GOT TRADED TO THE EXPOS!!! (the Expos were held in particularly low regard by us as 
they were A) Canadians, and B) the team Pepe Frias belonged to. Pepe Frias had the lowest seasonal batting average we had ever seen on any baseball card, 
finishing the 1975 season at a whopping .125. Don’t know how his RBls were) “Rod Carew” offers my brother (i was under the impression that the loss of 
Carew would be the Angels’ all-time low-water-mark, the nadir against which all other franchise misfortunes could be measured against. | was wrong. When 
they dumped that cool logo with the halo around the A for that modern monstrosity they now have gracing their ballcaps, they plummeted lower down the 
totem pole of groovy than any professional sports franchise has sunk since the Cleveland Spiders changed their name to the Indians back in the teens or twen- 
ties or whenever the fuck that went down, although if, by some bizarre twitch of the funnybone of an impish Creator, there was ever a Padres-Angels series, i 
would still bet on the Angels. How could an Angel not outrank a Padre? Can’t be done. | hear the Padres have an AA minor league team called the Lay 
Ministers. Actually, that would be a good name for a band). “Pete Rose” say i (Sweet Pete would later inspire me to pen the deathless “I Wanna Get To Third 
Base With You," in case you're wondering from whence came the inspiration), wondering if the palooka is showing his hand even as we speak or still making 
warm-up sounds. “My favorite's AL HRABOSKY, Ever heard of HIM?" The fishiness, methank, had begun: the stranger had intoned the name of the crazed 
Cardinals pitcher with such overexaggerated, sing-song cartoon reverence that i knew somehow Hrabosky or Hrabowsky or however the fuck it's spelled (i 
never really mastered the intricacies of Slavic Phonics and Spelling as no one could ever explain to my satisfaction why my grandmother's maiden name, 
"Krerowicz," should be pronounced "Ker-RUB-itch") was either directly or indirectly involved in this dastard's vile plot to ruin our ball game. My gut reaction is 
to pipe up with "AL HRABOSKY? THAT CRAZY MOTHERFUCKER WHO BITES THE HEADS OFF BIRDS??" but, quickly noting the reverence the palooka has 
attached to the Sacred Name of Hrabosky, i hold my tongue (/ got it! In thirty seconds, the guy's gonna pitch “Summer at the Al Hrabosky Bible Camp" our 
way! Fuck, we can get out of that! We probably just have to bring some shit home to our moms and then he'll get the fuck out of our hair!). Ah, the years have 
not been kind to the Legend of Al Hrabosky. Even the editor of this intrepid publication had difficulty in placing the Hrabster when i informed him of the nature 
of this piece. At one point in time during the mid-seventies, however, Al Hrabosky was the most feared man in the major leagues. By all accounts, he was a 
temperamental psychotic — a vile, florid man (i hope "florid" is a good word to use because i don't really know what it means and i don't own a dictionary) 
given to llie Nastase-styled temper tantrii wherein vast torrents of profanity would be unleashed on some hapless official, fan, or opponent, often resulting in 
ejection. He supposedly had some kinda voodoo shrine set up in his locker in St. Louis, where he would conjure up all sorts of evil energies to aid the Cards in 
their bloody quest for the pennant. The true feather in his bejeweled voodoo tiara, however, was when he supposedly pulled a semi-Ozzy and bit the head off a 
pigeon at the park one afternoon (resulting in another Satanically-tainted victory for the St. Louis Baseball Cardinals, one would like to think). For a while, the 
` be-muttonchopped Hrabosky’s antics were the rage of the sports page; rarely a day went by when the wire services didn't pick up on some juicy tidbit regard- 
ing his latest carryings-on. Decapitation sells. Unfortunately for Hrabosky, he was in the right place at the wrong time. Al Al The Voodoo Mon’s rise to promi- 
nence/notoriety in the NL happened to coincide with the brief period that Detroit Tigers mound hotshot Mark "The Bird" Fidrych didn't suck. Though nowhere 
near as freaked-out as Hrabosky, the colorful Fidrych was grabbing a fair amount of headlines in the AL (i kinda forget what Fidrych's schtick was, but i don't 
think it ever involved avian sacrifice) himself — and, as the fifty-eight wrathful deities would have it, Fidrych's unfortunate choice of nickname completely 
"fucked Hrabosky's chances at eternal public acclaim. At every water cooler and white picket fence across America, people were clucking their tongues and 
asking each other if they'd heard about the pitcher who bit the head off the pigeon — yeah, you know, the crazy guy — “The Bird." Well, no, not “The Bird" — 
but that one other guy who is notorious like The Bird. "Yeah; that other guy, ain't he nuts?" Due to Hrabosky's poor choice of chomping materials, Fidrych 
probably gained as much notoriety from the pigeon incident as Hrabosky. Now, were this event to have taken place at a night game, with Hrabosky performing 
_ a Full Ozzy and biting the head off a bat instead of a bird, he'd probably go down in history as Nuttiest Bastard Of All Time Al “The Bat” Hrabosky. As it stands, 
e's about as well-remembered as Pepe Frias. Anyway, this is what i have to contend with: there is a muscular stranger in our midst who idolizes the fucking 
GG Allin of the National League. Furthermore, he now warts us to “pitch him a couple." We all seem to know that we'd better humor him, so Tony heads to the 
mound and Kurt prepares to catch. Palooka wants me in the outfield. | decline. | know that he knows that i'm the brains of the operation, and that he wants me 
as far away from the others as possible. | also have a hunch the guy can hit, and i’ll be goddamned if i’m gonna be chasing around the outfield like a fat little 
fool after the ball just so everybody else can marvel at his extra-base hits and guffaw at my athletic ineptitude; i don’t even have a fucking glove anyway. | 
decide i'm gonna be third base coach instead. The palooka attempts to convince me that, in a friendly four-player game of baseball, third base coach is not a 
priority position. | insist. As eldest of the three yoots, it will be my ass in a sling if i have to go back to my Aunt’s house and explain to my dad how this nut 
suddenly went ballistic and killed a couple of us before i could order a retreat, so i stand halfway down the third base line and watch the guy for false moves, 
daggers, or chloroform. Tony steps back and delivers a ten-year-old's version of a slider. In one hideous split-instant, the basis for my seemingly irrational fear 
_ of this guy is validated: where milliseconds before had stood some casual-if-not-totally-at-ease grunt with a bat, now suddenly springs to life a pouncing, 
pounding, berserker whirlwind of sheer force and unadulterated kinetic energy. The bat had leapt from a state of total rest to slicing a brutal arc in the air in a 
seemingly infinitely.small time interval: one second all was calm, in the blink of an eyelash — GYAAHHH! I could feel the thrashed atmosphere rushing past my 
face to fill the rupture left in the wake of Palooka's mighty swing even from my sissy third base coach vantage point. To this day, i am certain that the pure 
force of the stranger's swing could have felled a charging rhino, killed a rampaging gorilla stone cold dead, or taken a man's head clean off, had it connected. 
must emphasize this point: had it connected. As it happened, Palooka got about half a fuckin' micron of Tony's slider with his marauding bat attack. The ball 
took a dainty pop about four inches upward, where it was easily plucked from the skies by my eight-year-old brother. "You're not out," Kurt informed the still 
off-balance Hank Aaron wannabee, "because the foul tip didn't go higher than your head." For the first time since he appeared across the street, the stranger 
has stopped smiling. He suddenly appears to be completely disoriented. I’m sorry, Sybil is out for the day. Who may i say is calling? “One and O" i add from 
my position in the peanut gallery. Palooka connects with Tony's second pitch. | notice that his swing was much less blatantly vigorous this time around. The 
ball goes an appropriately far distance, and we all pretend to be impressed. | make my brother fetch it, as i will be needed to coach the Antioch Slugger as he 
runs the bases. Palooka then pitches a few real easy hits to us and exits. No penis, no prayerbook. Kind of weirded out on the game of baseball at this point, 
we split too. On the way back home, i ask Tony and Kurt if they knew who the Al Hrabosky-loving weirdo was. They have no clue. “That WAS Al Hrabosky"i 
inform them. They refuse to believe me. Back at my Aunt's pad, we dig up Tony's ‘75 Al Hrabosky card. Al's kinda got his mitt up by his mouth in this picture 
(probly got some pigeon on his chin he's trying to conceal) which makes 100% visual confirmation impossible; all the same, i eventually make both Tony and 
Kurt admit that there is, at the very least, a real good possibility that we have just spent the afternoon playing ball with the Legendary Al. | think most of their 
disbelief stemmed from the fact that they had a hard time accepting that, were the fuckin’ loony-tune psycho nutcase we had met actually Big Famous Sports ` 
Star Al Hrabosky, Big Famous Sports Star Al Hrabosky would then be nothing more than some insecure dork who tried to make himself feel important by giv- 
ing some unsolicited “thrill of a lifetime” to three little kids а Га Elvis buying the Cadillac for the lady with her nose up against the Caddy showroom window by 
barging into their baseball game and summarily attempting to loudly trumpet his professional athlete masculinity by swinging AS HARD AS HUMANLY POSSI- 
BLE at a pitch thrown by a ten-year-old AND ALMOST COMPLETELY MISSING THE BALL (sure, Hrabosky was a pitcher — but i hasten to remind you the Cards 
are not an American League team!) — and this would make Big Famous Sports Star Al Hrabosky a FUCKED-UP, INSECURE LOSER just like our teachers and 
our parents and the cops and all the other grown-ups who boss us around all day. This would, by inference, imply that there existed a very real chance that ` 
ALL Big Famous Sports Stars were fucked-up, insecure losers; i don't think Tony and Kurt were ready for that. | was. When i entered junior high the next fall, i 
decided that sports were an immature, juvenile preoccupation, and i pretty much abandoned following sports cuz i figured (in yet another brilliant career move 
on my part) people who were still into dorky shit like athletics when they got to junior high would wind up being unpopular. Huh. 


When my car was totalled while parked 
‘innocently next to a meter on North Avenue, | lost 
all hope of decent employment. Though | hadn’t 
been making big money delivering. pizzas, it had 
` been enough to pay the rent, particularly when 
augmented with the occasional landscaping work. 
| had been on the verge of signing a lease on an 
apartment of my own and moving out of a 
punkhouse when the faithful ‘76 Chevy Malibu that 
‚ had gotten me to and from many jobs was demol- 
ished by a drunk named Jesus. Defeated, humili- 
ated, | moved back in with my parents. There was, 
however, a slight snag. My parents had moved to 
Wisconsin. 
Though the thought of living in this 
: country's most singularly frightening state caused 
me no small amount of physical and emotional 
discomfort, | was without a choice. In October of 
1989, | moved to Wisconsin. By the time a year 
had passed, | was becoming desperate. My par- 
ents didn't seem to mind me living in their home, 
but my predilection for quitting jobs after | had 
served what | considered to be a respectable 
three months quite obviously annoyed them. They 
began needling me about my future. And, as is 
wont to happen when forced to live with your par- 
ents, their needling began affecting me in a dis- 
turbing way; 1, too became concerned about my 


pressure began again to get a job. This was really 
too much. | was in school already and now they 
wanted me to get a job as well! When would the 
insanity end? I put it off as long as possible and 
finally, after being prodded one time too many, | 
glanced at the bulletin board in the рене build- 
ing. The library was hiring. 

Oh, the library. | had spent many days 
at the local library as a child. It had nothing but 
positive connotations for me. Peaceful, quiet, laid 
back. This was the job for me. 

| strode purposefully to the den of the 
written word, located at the northwest end of the 
campus. Once inside, | asked the student at the 
desk for an application. A woman of about 55, 
smiling and teetering slightly, came out from the 
area behind the partition and sat me down. She 
shook my hand and produced a pen and the req- 
uisite forms, introducing herself as Betty. 

| filled out the application under her 
watchful gaze as she adjusted and readjusted her 
glasses. My, she looked pleased to have an appli- 
cant for the position of library aide! | submitted the 
forms with as much of a smile as | was manage to 
Screw up. Betty indicated that she would call me if 
my application passed the scrutiny of the head 
librarian, a woman known to me at that point only 
as Harriet, a name that conjured up an image of a 


own soul. { 

| picked my own hours and was . 
assured that they could be switched easily if | 
gave reasonable notice. | would work four hour 
shifts Monday through Thursday and a full eight 
hour shift on Friday. My duties included organiz- 
ing books on the shelves, organizing the periodi- 
cals in the stacks behind the desk, general clean- 
ing and organizing of the main section of the 
library, putting cards in the new books and any 
other tasks that might come up during the course 
of a shift. 

Upon arriving at the library, | walked to 
the back of the periodical stacks behind the front 
desk and wrote in my time of arrival on my shift 
sheet. I'd then pin my name tag prominently 
above my left breast and check my time sheet 
box for the list of my duties for the shift. 

| was soon settled into a routine. If | 
started my shift in the morning, I'd usually grab 
the books and magazines from the return bin and 
check them back in, placing the cards back in the 
pockets and carting them back behind the desk. 
I'd then organize the books according to the 
Library of Congress system, wheel the.carts out 
and replace the books on the shelves. Once a 
week, |.would clean the monitor screens and key- ` 
boards that were at the center of our computer- 
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future. What was | doing fucking around with a 
nowhere band, writing things nobody would ever 
read? | needed a purpose in life. The reality of the 
world of journalism began to seep into my brain; 
there was no way | would ever get a gig as a pay- 
ing writer without getting some sort of degree in a 
field that | knew little about aside from the dread- 
ed Pyramid Principle, the very thought of which 
disgusted me. 

But since | was bound to be drifting 
about, working a succession of lousy jobs for the 
rest of my miserable life, | figured it wouldn't be all 
that painful to return to school and attempt to get 
an Associate's Degree in something. At least I'd 
be able to make enough money to support myself 
should | ever tire of hopping from one dreadful job 
to another. My field of endeavor would be drug 
and alcohol counseling. There was a good job 
market for someone with these skills and it was a 
subject | felt | knew a bit about, having been ana- 
lyzed by many a drug counselor myself. 

Lacking both the grades and finances 
for a four year institution, | committed to continu- 
ing my education at a community college. After no 
small amount of mental hand-wringing brought on 
by painful memories of my previous thirteen year 
firewalk through various schools, | signed up for 
four classes at Waukesha County Technical 
College. Though | failed miserably in my attempts 
lo get financial aid, that didn't stop the old man 
winning the $400 for my tuition and books in a 
poker game. | now had a purpose. As a plus, my 
parents would be off my back. Almost. 

After a week and a half of school, the 


well-fed, mother hen type, stern and demanding 
on the surface - a woman not to be trifled with - 
but with a heart of gold beating steadily under- 
neath her sensible support bra. 

| practically skipped home, secure in 
the knowledge that the mere act of filling out an 
application would subdue my landlords for at 
least a week. Unfortunately, after three days | was 
called back to the library, this time to endure a 
grueling interview session with the famed Harriet. 
My mental picture of her was fairly accurate, but if 
a heart of gold indeed pounded beneath her for-. 
midable bosom, it beat for persons other than 
potential library aides. As she shook my hand and 
ushered me out to meet my supervisor, | sensed 
that it pained her to smile at me as much as it did 
me to smile back. 

Though the kind if somewhat bumbling 
Betty was to be my supervisor, she had, some- 
where between the time of my application and 
subsequent hiring, suffered a heart attack. In her 
place, a pleasantly thin, fifty-ish woman named 
Gladys was engaged to verse me in the skills 
required of a student employee of the WCTC 
library. Gladys was cheery and peppy, the type of 
personality that generally causes feelings of black 
hatred in me, particularly when the possessor of 


: said attitude is a co-worker. | was soon to learn 


that the effervescent Gladys was hardly a model 
of employee perfection. Raised in a different time 
than |, she naturally had her own methods for 


. expressing her feelings about the job, but it quick- 


ly became clear to me that she had at least a 
touch of the anti-work virus that so ravaged my 


ized card catalog. Other mornings, l'd' organize 
the reserve books and do mailings; we often had 
requests from other libraries for books and | was 
invariably charged by Gladys to take the beaten 
up, fifty times recycled mailing envelopes, stuff 
them with the proper books, fill out the mailing 
labels on the IBM electric typewriter, staple and 
tape the packages and toss them onto the outgo- 
ing mail cart. 

| started work at 8:00 A.M. and took my 
first break around 10:00. I'd pull on my leather 
jacket and scarf and huddle outside the library 
entrance smoking cigarettes until my fifteen min- 
utes were up. If | was working an eight hour shift, 
I'd take lunch at 12:00 or 12:30. | spent the first fif- 
teen minutes wolfing down a couple of sandwich- 
es and reading the Chicago Tribune. Then I'd 
bundle up and chain smoke three cigarettes in my 
remaining fifteen minutes outside the library 
doors. 

Afternoons were a bit more relaxed. 
Harriet tended to take long lunches so there was 
less pressure and there was invariably less work 
to do. Sometimes | would find myself thrust into 
the back corner with the aged Violet whose job 
duties totally mystified me; she rarely moved from 
her table and never seemed to be doing much of 
anything. I'd put slip covers on new books, type 
up cards for them and paste the cards in the 
front. Then I'd ink up the WCTC stamp, hit the 
front and the middle of the book, and place it on 
the cart to hit the shelves. This was one job at 
which | was totally hopeless. I'd pick the wong 
size slip cover and end up with a wrinkly mess. I'd 


stick the card in on the wrong spot. I'd stamp the 
wrong pages. After a few abortive attempts, the 
ladies seemed to understand that | wasn't cut out 
for the job. 

At 4:00, Carol came in. Carol was 
exclusively in charge of periodicals and | was her 
favorite cohort. Appearing to be in her early for- 
ties, she was easily the youngest of the library 
ladies. Like them, she took her duties seriously, 
but she had an impish streak; often she was given 
to sarcastic, catty remarks about the other 
employees (especially Harriet), particularly when 
in the company of Gladys. After several weeks of 
careful whispering, the ladies realized that | was 
no whistleblower and stopped trying to hide their 
semi-subversive dialogues from my tender ears. | 
rather enjoyed their caustic commentary; if an 
obnoxious patron annoyed them, they would roll 
their eyes and occasionally whisper such insults 
as "What a crank!" under their breath, casting 
furtive glances to make sure none but yours truly 
was within earshot. On one memorable occasion, 
after a stressful staff meeting with Harriet, Gladys, 
her eyes filled with hate, whispered "bitch" in a 
strangled voice. | was duly impressed and nod- 
ded my head in agreement. 

I'm certain that there were many more 
vitriolic exchanges between the two but | had my 
duties. When Carol came in, | started my work for 
her. First and foremost was the updating of the 
periodical section. Our magazines went back ten 
years - the most recent five behind the desk and 
the other five in the stack in the large section 
upstairs which also housed a huge microfiche 
section and two mongoloid career specialists who 
spent most of their time elsewhere. My daily task 
was to chip away at the ongoing job of moving 
the magazines from six years ago upstairs and 
then throwing the upstairs magazines from eleven 
years ago in the trash. This was not a one shift 
job, in fact, | worked at it for an hour and a half 
every shift and it took me all semseter to finish. 
Though this job required a certain amount of 
physical exertion (the magazines could be carted 
to the stairs but had to be carried up by hand) it 
was a simple one. The newspapers went back for 
a year and we kept anywhere from a month to 
three months worth behind the desk, depending 
on the frequency of publication. Once a week, | 
carted the papers upstairs and threw away the 
outdated ones. 

It was an easy job but Carol expressed 
admiration for my execution and speed. Clearly, | 
was the only man for this job. Several times, | 
attempted to train new employees to assist me, 
but they invariably grew lazy and screwed up. 
Within two months, the job was mine and mine 
alone. 

As with every job, ! was never late and 
never left early. | worked hard and seemingly fast, 
although by this point in my working life | had 
learned how to drag a simple task out as long as 
possible if the next chore seemed to be one I'd 
rather not do. There were many dull moments - 
straightening chairs and desks in the library, re- 
stocking pencils and strips of paper at the com- 
puter kiosk, replacing microfiche in the huge 
upstairs library - but even these tasks, though 
mundane, were simple and appealed to my 
obsessive nature. In fact, | still think that it was the 
only job | was well suited for; almost every task 
required nothing more than organization skills. 
Everything had its place according to a preor- 
dained system. Since | am naturally fussy and 
particular, | took to it like a fish to water. 


Still, if rny working skills were impecca- 
ble, my social skills were anything but. Contrary to 
my popular image in the punk rock subculture, | 
suffer from an inherent shyness and social retar- 
dation which makes my exchanges with those 
outside the subculture clumsy at best. As a result, 
| keep my mouth shut and my mind on my work. 
Over the years, this has developed to the point 
where it demands justification, so | tell myself that 
! am not interested in dealing with people in a 
work environment; | am there only because І have 
to be and anything above and beyond the call of 
duty is verboten. How much of this is reality and 
how much of it is self-preservation is a question 
only a qualified psychologist can answer, but the 
end result is always the same; | develop tentative, 
working relationships with my bosses and none 
whatsoever with my co-workers. | am viewed as 
an oddball, a weirdo. Sometimes, the verdict is 


that гп simply shy. At other times, l'm certain that 
I'm seen as a mentally unstable criminal. In the 
case of the library, my image took a beating not 
only from my co-workers (which wasn't so bad 
because the turnover rate was incredibly high) but 
from my fellow students, patrons of the library. ! 
was the only male in recent history who had last- 
ed more than two days as a library aide. In sub- 
rural Wisconsin, | was convinced that must have 
immediately must have branded me as a homo- 
sexual. | had long hair which hung all over my 
face. | didn't talk much. | didn't hunt or fish. | 
wasn't scared of negroes. | did not belong! 
Although my image at times made 
things uncomfortable, | was undoubtedly very 
happy in my job. | could take my time. There were 
plenty of places to hide when | was supposed to 


be working. My hours were flexible and if | needed 
materials from the library for a class, ! got them 
immediately, instead of having to wait around like 
everyone else. There was really only one awful 
aspect to the job and that only occurred when 
there was no other work to do. 

| tried to stretch out my daily list as 
much as possible, but occasionally Harriet would 
emerge from her office and see me standing 
around doing nothing. Invariably, | was given the 
task of organizing the stacks. | never attempted to 
hide my disgust and frustration with this job, but I 
never successfully wiggled out of it either. The 
most | could do was to see it coming and disap- 
pear while a less-informed co-worker would be 
assigned the hideous job. Organizing the stacks 
was hell. Books had to be placed in their proper 
order; library patrons were constantly taking them 
out and putting them back in the wrong place. 
They left them on the floor, or piled them up in a 
corner of the shelf. | had to put them back and 
straighten them out for easy access. | don't quite 
know why ! detested the job so much. Maybe it 
was because | hated being thrust into the midst of 
a sea of idiot students. Maybe it was my distaste 
at having to clean up after slobs. Either way, when 
given the job, | trudged out as though | was on a 
death march and slowly, very slowly, went about 
my task. The technical books section was always 
a mess. There were huge tomes and skinny, Ќор- 
py auto repair manuals to meticulously replace. 
After a while, the numbers became a blur. The 
whole process made me incredibly tired; often I 
would pull out a stool and lean my head against 
the stacks for a few moments of rest. If things 
were busy at the desk, I'd steal away to the maga- 
zine stacks upstairs and lie down between the 
Ebony's and the Popular Mechanics’. | worked in 
slow motion under the assumption that if this was 
the one task at which | was a complete failure, the 
ladies would stop forcing it on me. It never 
worked. 

Conversely, the part of the job! 
enjoyed the most was replacing the papers and 
magazines on the shelves. As soon as Carol 
came in, she'd stamp the new arrivals, zap ‘em 
with the laser that caused the stolen book detec- 
tor to go off and place them on a cart. I’d go out 
to the magazine racks and replace the daily 
papers and many of the monthly magazines and 
journals. | always took my sweet time doing this 
job. Every periodical was to be placed above its 
nameplate and things often got screwed up. 
There were several return sections; when a patron 
finished with a periodical, he put it back in one of 
four piles. The library aides put them back in their 
proper place. With my stack of magazines and my 
pad and pencil to mark off the return of the previ- 
ous month's or day's issue, | was at my best. Ї 
was efficent, organized, sleek, a magazine 
machine. Often, I'd stop to read the latest gossip 
in People or peek through the animal rights ads in 
The Progressive. 

After a month at the library, there was 
only one other student who had been there longer 
than me - Donna, a serious-minded woman in her 
late twenties. She was the EMPLOYEE-WHO- 
DOES-THE-SAME-SHIT-JOBS-AS-EVERYONE- 
ELSE-BUT-STILL-ACTS-LIKE-SHE-RUNS-THE- 
PLACE; there's one at every job. New employees 
who met her were usually confused about her sta- 
tus. Was she a real librarian or merely an aide? 
She constantly gave orders to the other employ- 
ees. The first time, | bit. The second time she tried 
to tell me what to do, | suddenly developed a total 


hearing loss. After several subsequent attempts to 
be my boss, she gave up, satisfied with ratting on 
me to the real librarians. Fortunately, they realized 
that she was a power freak - an obnoxious 
blowhard who really didn't know what the hell she 
was talking about. If she had practiced what she 
preached, she could have been the thorn in my 
side that caused me to quit. As it was, she consis- 
tently came in late, or not at all. She always had a 
mealy mouthed excuse, and the librarians, being 
kind, forgiving women, accepted them, but they 
knew the score. 

| had settled comfortably into the job 
when Betty made an unexpected return. Gladys 
was relieved of her duties as boss and went back 
to her desk working on inter-library loans. Betty 
barely remembered me, which was understand- 
able given that she had suffered cardiac arrest 
within hours of hiring me. Though she was gentle 
and kind, she took no shit. | soon learned that if | 
satisfied her criteria as an employee, which simply 
meant not constantly fucking things up like the 
other employees, she would be a powerful ally. 

Betty began writing my to-do lists. They 
were essentially the same as before and, since | 
kept up my regular pace, no extra work was 
added. She tried to be stern, but she was a 
pussycat when it came to taking days off or 
switching my hours. | was reliable and hardwork- 
ing in her book. | showed up on time and did what 
| was told - golden qualities in a library aide at 
WCTC.. 

The only major change cause by 
Betty's return was that | was immediately trained 
in desk duty. | checked out books for the patrons. 
| retrieved reference books for the engineering 
students and a variety of cassettes detailing the 
human body for the enormous number of nursing 
students. | typed and laminted new library cards 
and entered the information in the computer. I 
organized the cassettes, videos and reference 
books. | sent out pink slips to overdue book bor- 
rowers, cleaned out the return bin and made trips 
upstairs when handed a slip requesting a particu- 
larly old periodical. | cleaned the counter and 
computer screens and organized the cards for 
books that had been checked out. 

The job was generally not too bad, 
although it did mean direct contact with thé pub- 
lic. Soon, however, | learned to take my sweet 
time in finding what people wanted. If there was a 
long line, too bad. | hurried for no one, unless 
Betty or Harriet were around. 

Betty sensed that | disliked the job and 
must have noticed that | wasn't the most cheerful, 
pleasant employee when forced to deal with the 
public so as a result, | usually didn't get more 
than an hour of desk duty per shift. 

| worked two evening shifts a week and 
soon discovered that 5:00 to 9:30 was the place 
to be. Harriet and Betty were gone and most of 
the work for the day was done. The library was 
quiet and pretty much empty and my bosses were 
Gladys and Carol. The two ladies really came into 
their own on the evening shift. They became 
brazen in their cutting remarks about Harriet and 
some of the other employees. | was often present 
during their catty dialogues and it cheered me 
considerably to listen to them. Watching from a 
distance, | could see them perched on their stools 
behind the counter, legs swinging, teeth banging 
up and down on the Wrigley’s, chuckling cynical- 
ly, bright eyed and slick. | could almost see them 
thirty years ago. Two semi-tough teenage girls 
hanging out on the street corner, keeping an eye 


out for their hoodlum, leather jacketed boyfriends, 
cigarettes lodged firmly between heavily painted 
lips, swigging from a nameless bottle in a brown 
paper bag, scaring the hell out of middle America. 
These women were cool. . 

Things went smoothly until the end of 
the semester. A large girl named Diane in my 
Assessment & Diagnosis class had mentioned 
that she needed a job. Foolishly, І suggested the 
library. Though she was the only person in any of 
my classes who | didn't hate talking to, she was 
the wrong person to be working with. To be sure, 
having a co-worker who wasn't a jerk was nice, 
but she was pretty damn smart and | soon found 
myself competing with her for the cushy jobs. It 
was tense at first, but eventually, we settled in and 
were able to co-exist on a semi-friendly basis. 

As the semester came to an end, | 
decided to stay on for part of the summer until I 
was to leave on tour. "а work four eight hour shifts 
a week and then say goodbye to the job. 

The first two weeks of the summer, the 
library was closed. Work was hell. All day, | orga- 
nized the stacks. When the job was finally com- 
pleted (me and Diane doing the bulk of the work), 
we were given mind-numbing busy work. The 
hours dragged by. On my last two days, no one 
was present but Betty, Diane and myself. Diane 
and | went through the desks and chairs scrub- 
bing off all the witticisms like "Fuck" and "EAT 
SHIT". It was tiring, tedious work, but | knew | was 
leaving soon. On my last day, | shook hands with 
Betty, said goodbye to Diane and took one last 
look at the library I'd never see again. Or so | 
thought. 

Through a set of circumstances I'd 
rather not go into, | ended up back at WCTC. I'd 
totally given up the idea of going for a degree in 
anything, let alone drug and alcohol counseling, 
which seemed to entail a future of banging your 
head against a wall, working low paying jobs and 
following all the rules that made it next to impossi- 
ble to properly treat someone with an addiction. I 
was simply biding my time - | had no better plan. | 
enrolled in four night classes that had nothing to 
do with my degree and went back to the library. 

At first, Betty and Gladys didn't recog- 
nize me with my head shaved bald, but soon we 
were chatting like old friends and ! was set up to 
work Tuesday through Thursday from 9:00 - 5:30. 

As the highest ranking student aide, | 
expected a bit of leniency from the ladies, but my 
new tendency to "forget" to pin my nametag on 
my shirt soon drew the attention of a glowering 
Harriet and | was surreptitiously inspected daily 
for my identification. The biggest change in the 
library was the introduction of the computer 
check-out system. No longer did each patron 
have to fill out a card - the book was scanned into 
the computer with their library card - theoretically 
at least. In reality, marking every book in the 
library was a long process, so we stuck with our 
card filing method in conjunction with the newfan- 
gled computer system. 

Though the day shift. was a drag, | soon 
developed my old rhythm. | was given the same 
jobs on the same days and | learned how to drag 
them out so that | wouldn't have to do busy work. 
Cigarette breaks had become more pleasant at 
the end of the last semester with the coming of. 
summer, but now fall was here and it was begin- 
ning to get ugly and cold again. | worked my shift, 
finished at 5:30, ate my sack dinner and went to 
class. On Thursdays | brought my small traveling 
bag with me and after my last class ended at 


8:40, | was off to my girlfriend's house in Chicago. 
I'd leave Monday morning and spend the after- 
noon doing my weekly studying, then head off to. © 
class to start the routine again. 

The day shift got a lot easier when 
Harriet took her vacation, then a leave of absence 
to take care of her ill mother. Betty wasn't over- 
joyed at having to take over Harriet's responsibili- 
ties and became a tad cranky, but she had less 
time to keep an eye out for opportunities to give 
me extra work. Being the only male employee, ! 
had always been exploited to an extent; now the 
librarians gave me every task that involved lifting, 
pushing, carting or anything else that involved the 
slightest physical extertion. | moved large tables 
by myself; to ask for help meant dealing with two 
bumbling biddies on the other end who would 
invariably cause me to end up with smashed fin- 
gers or toes. The set up of the used book sale 
was entirely my responsibility and І spent a day 
going up and down stairs carrying armloads of 
1,000 page tomes. The bright spot was my 
retrieval of the table for the sale. Since l've always 
suffered from a horrible sense of direction and an 
even worse ability to locate items that are in plain 
view of everyone else, this one became a true 
adventure. Through the intricate windings of the 
basement, up and down, stairs, through doors 
leading to nowhere - It {бок me hours to find the 
table and haul it back to the library. 

Most memorable was when Gladys 
gave me the keys to her car and asked me to get 
the telephone books out of the trunk and deliver 
them to the cafeteria for recycling. 

“It's a brown Buick, license plate BRV 
270, and it's near the back of the west parking 
lot.” 

| bundled up and trudged out to the lot. 
| looked for brown cars. None. | tried the three 
other parking lots. Nothing. | went back and 
looked for Buicks. Hey! There it was! A brown 
Buick, right at the end of the row. | hustled down. 
Wrong license number. Again, | made a semi- 
thorough check. No luck. | walked up the path 
back to the library and reported my lack of succss 
to a frowning Gladys. Again she explained where 
the car was, taking me over to the window and 
pointing at the lot. Again she gave me the license 
number. She clenched her teeth as | grabbed a 
slip of paper and wrote it down. 

| lit a cigarette as | left the library and 
sauntered down to the lot. Christ, it was getting 
cold. | couldn't go wrong now, though. | clutched 
the the slip of paper with the make, model, color 
and license number in my sweaty hands. | walked 
alittle slower, savoring the cigarette. | reached the 
lot and began my search again. | was beginning 
to get strange looks from the poeple coming in 
and out of the lot. | went to the other lots and 
checked. No luck. Now | was starting to get a little 
worried. | didn't give a crap about the telephone 
books. Hell, getting phone books from Gladys’ 
Car was not exactly part of my job description. But 
| was feeling stupid, and | knew that if | went back 
to the library empty handed, the ladies’ opinion of 
me would go from a hardworking, yet somewhat 
flaky oddball to a mentally incompetent simpleton. 
| started at the first lot and walked slowly between 


‘the cars, checking each license plate carefully. | 


knew it was stupid to be inspecting a green Jeep 
Cherokee, but | did anyway, just to set my mind at 
ease. | had gone down the first row when it start- 
ed snowing. By the time I'd thoroughly inspected 
each car in the first lot, | was trodding through 
huge, wet.flakes an inch deep. | pulled my scarf 


tighter and moved on to the second lot. Then the 
third, fourth and fifth. That fucking car was 
nowhere to be found. But | wasn't going to give 
up. The snow was really coming down now and | 
had to scrunch over to read some of the plates. 
When | had made my way back through all the 
cars again to the first lot, | lit another cigarette and 
seriously pondered the situation. Was | finally los- 
ing my mind? | checked behind the cafeteria, 
library and science building, where some of the 
employees parked their cars. | found nothing even 
resembling a brown Buick. | scraped the ice from 
my scarf and walked slowly back to the library. 
When Gladys saw me, she smiled brightly. 

“Sure took you long enough!” 

“Well, | hate to tell you this Gladys, but | 
just can't find your car.” 

Amusement turned to disgust. | was a 
worm at the foot of a powerful, superior specimen 
of humanity. Muttering, Gladys pulled on her coat 
апа sped out of the library with me on her heels. | 
didn't dare light up a cigarette this time. We prac- 
tically ran down the hill, into the second row of 
cars, straight to the third car from the back. 

"It's right HERE!" 

How the fuck did | miss it? The look in 
her eyes told me | oughtn't ask her how she'd 
pulled off this amazing act of sorcery. What was 
wrong with me? Subconcsious passive-aggres- 
sion? Sheer idiocy? Temporary frontal lobotomy? | 


was a beaten man as Gladys opened the trunk, 
loaded my arms with phone books and hustled 
back to the library. | dropped the books off in the 
cafeteria and was about to light a butt for the walk 
back when | saw Gladys peering at me through 
the library window. | stepped up my pace and 
went back in. 

| was soon forgiven, though | was 
doubtless the subject of derision by Gladys and 
Carol that evening. Still, things were back to semi- 
normal soon enough, though | noticed that 
Gladys made a point of getting anyone but me to 
run errands that required leaving the library. 

The end was anticlimactic. Finals came 
and went and | served out two weeks of duty over 
winter vacation before filling out my last 
timesheet. As | said goodbye to the ladies for the 
last time, | tried to remember the good times. 
Memories of the ups and downs of my days at the 
library filled my mind. Who would be the man of 
the house? Certainly not Walter, a recent addition 
who wore hearing aids and needed a cane to 
walk. He wasn't physically able, the poor guy. 
Worse yet, he was lazy. His breathing was so 
labored it could be heard from 200 yards away 
which meant he couldn't successfully hide out. 
Lazy is fine - lazy and obvious is not. Many was 
the time a disgusted librarian would find the spot- 
tily-bearded Walter lying on his side like a 
grotesque Playgirl pin-up, ostensibly organizing 


the stacks. Gladys had developed a disturbing 
habit of creeping up on the poor bastard and 
hissing “WALTER!” at him as if she'd just caught 
him jacking off. At least she had something to 
keep her amused. Carol would have to find some- 
one else to continue the endless rotation of peri- 
odicals. | almost felt sorry for her. Surely she knew , 
her hopes for finding a worker who even came 
close to my own levels of speed and accuracy 
were slight indeed. Betty took my departure in 
stride, wishing me well and giving my hand a firm 
shake. Diane wished me luck with my band and 
even Violet crept out from the back to bid me 
farewell. Last was Harriet. She carne out of her 
office, towering above me, her matronly bosom 
jutting forth seriously. As she shook my hand, she 
smiled a smile apparently reserved for greeting 
new employees and seeing them off into the 
harsh world. 

The library ladies would go on without 
me. Sure, | might have been a bit flaky in their 
eyes, but | was dependable and hardworking; | 
was a rock. | was the consummate library aide, 
the likes of which they'd never see again. | imag- 
ined them in ten years, still mourning the loss of 
the finest aide ever to grace their presence. | 
looked back at the library one last time as | 
walked away. Then | pulled out a cigarette, lit it, 
and felt around in the pocket of my jacket for the 
cool bottle opener I'd swiped оп my last day. 


STEALWORKS - The Graphic Details Of John Yates ($11.95 ppd. to AK 
Press/ P.O. Box 40682/ San Francisco CA/ 94140-0682) 
John Yates is best known for his work on various album covers, 

including many for Alternative Tentacles and his own record label, Allied. ` 

Basically what John does, is he takes graphics from magazines and books and 
adds his own little messages, or slightly subverts the art in order to either A. 
make a point of his own or B. make the initial art look even dumber than it is on 
its own. This is a great idea. Some would say it's a few steps away from plagia- 
rism and it is. So what? | see hundreds of fanzines every year whose editors 
attempt to do what Yates does and it just doesn't work. When Yates is at his 
best, his work is simultaneously pleasing to the eye and psychically jarring. He's 
an extremely talented guy, not the cut-and-paste hack that some would make 
him out to be. Some would say his methods are a bratty, childish way of fucking 

` Up other people's work. It's true, and for that, again, | think his style is a brilliant 
idea in theory. 

In practice, however, the results are shaky. Yates' work is quite. limit- 
ed, if this book is any indication. His.use of the same graphics set-ups and type- 
faces in various pieces can be attributed to that age-old refuge of the out-of-gas 
artist, namely, THE SERIES. I'll buy that. But | for one am totally sick and tired of 
Yates' Biafran "If You Liked , You'l Love . Insert Vietnam and 
Nicaragua. Insert Marriage and Divorce. Insert Bush and Quayle. Insert 
Alternative Tentacles and Allied. Well, even that's a pretty minor complaint. 
Plenty of Yates' art works well - the understated stuff in particular. But many of 
the pieces represent the worst elements of Yates' pandering; who but a twelve 
year old could find these "Rambozo The Clown" goofs on dumb-ass mainstream 
culture humorous or intellectually stimulating? Maybe part of the reason some of 
his other pieces work so well is because the images used come from the '40s 
and '50s - a time when most of us weren't alive and which, in retrospect, seems 
plenty creepy and, as is evidenced by the popularity of Mystery Science Theater 
3000, Showtime's Drive-In Movies series and Nick At Nite's reruns of shows like 
"Donna Reed" and "Dobie Gillis," is perfect fodder for scathing commentary. 
When Yates attacks post-modern images, it's hardly as effective because we've 
all become so hip to marketing and advertising and Hollywood. Kids in the '50s 
might have wanted to be James Dean or John Wayne, but kids today look at 
Stallone and his cohorts as nothing more than fresh meat for the entertainment 
grinder. We've become more cynical, more "grown-up," so there's really not as 
much of a need to satirize mainstream entertainment culture. Maybe there is a 
way to effectively attack '90s media images, but Yates just comes off as a dork 
with his cornball "Sylvester Cologne" schtick. 

Yates' best pieces are the ones which are simply a mixture of images, 
such as the brilliant "Militaristic Backyard Fuck" piece or "Sucking Up To 
Insecurity" which depicts a mother's gentle hand offering a lovely little product of 
our defense department to an eager infant. When Yates keeps his words out of 
his pieces, they retain the ability to inspire and entertain. They work as legitimate 
pieces of art, regardless of where the pieces originated. It's Yates' big mouth that 
generally ends up ruining his own work. Either he's a shamless politician or else 
he doesn't have enough faith in the images he creates to convey his message. 

Perhaps the most interesting thing in the book is a quote in the intro- 
duction from Jean Cocteau which reads, "An artist cannot speak about his art 
any more than.a plant can discuss horticulture." What makes it interesting is that 
it's the first of many quotes in a very long (or so it seems) introduction in which 
Yates attempts to explain himself and his art. Personally, | didn't care, and his 
overexplanation carries over into much of his art; like most political satirists in 
punkland, Yates' work suffers from its creator's insistence on stating the obvious 
and making points over and over to insure that even the most feeble minded 
half-wits understand it. | don't like being treated like a half-wit by the people who 
are entertaining me. | don't need to beaten over the head with the obvious. I like 
the creators of films, music and art to treat me as if I'm reasonably intelligent. 
Yates treats his audience as if they're all nincompoops and ultimately comes 
across as having more in common with the figures he attacks than not. 
TELEVISIONARIES - The Red Army Faction Story 1963-1993 by Tom Vague 
(AK Press, $6.95 ppd.) ? 

The Red Army Faction (a.k.a. the Baader-Meinhof Group) меге а gang of 
Germans who, in response to the war in Vietnam, decided to blow shit up and 
play soldier. Though these self-proclaimed revolutionaries spent most of their 
time rotting in prison for their bombings and killings, they did manage to get 
around enough (and participate in enough ugly terrorist incidents) to earn them- 
selves a small footnote in the history books. This book is a dry, straightforward 


THE PANIC BUTTON 
BOOKMOBILE EXPRESS 


„іп which our massive, super-charged machine cruises the roads of punk literature, gets bored and 
decides a trek up to the Dells would be much more worthwhile 


look at incidents involving the group and the reaction of the authorities. | said it's 
dry and | ain't joking; | made it halfway through the book before giving up. It's not 
totally worthless though; whether intentionally or not, Vague portrays the RAF as 
a bunch of morons. They're forever screwing up the easiest of assignments, they 
get busted constantly and for all their railing against the evil power structure, the 
structure of their own group is comically dictatorial. Regardless of your ideology, 
if you don't see the RAF as the Three Stooges of the revolutionary world after 
reading this book, you just ain't paying attention. 

END TIME - Notes On The Apocalypse by G.A. Matiasz (AK Press, $8.00 ppd.) 
G.A. Matiasz may be known to you as Lefty Hooligan, author of a column in the 
"news" section of Maximum RockNRoll. You wouldn't guess the author of this 
book is Lefty, and not just because his book is fiction (after all, his column ain't 
exactly chock full of factual reporting). In End Time, which | freely admit | was 
unable to finish, Matiasz gives us a futuristic world on the brink of apocalypse. 
Society's saviors? Why, a bunch of slick, street smart, hep young revolutionaries. j 
What's surprising about the book is that although G.A.'s impressive. vocabulary 
makes ya feel like you're reading the words of an intelligent, informed fella, when 
ya get down to it this is embarrassingly juvenile. It reads like a left-wing version 
of one of those white-power pulp fiction tomes. Underground fiction is a pretty 
pathetic genre - underground political fiction is even worse and Matiasz does 
nothing to raise its stock in these eyes. Like most underground writers, G.A.'s 
message is ultimately more important to him than his story, hence, this thing is a 
heckuva bore. G.A.'s heroes are slick, smooth neo-punk bastards who always 
seem to be either plotting a revolutionary act against society or popping in to visit 
their "lovers" (interestingly, the female characters tend to be defined first and 
foremost as the male characters' lovers - not very '90's!). 1 get the feeling that 
G.A. is one of those brands of revolutionary who's primary interest in fucking up 
society is the faint hope that maybe the chicks in the world will start screwing 
guys for their rad bomb-making skills instead. of their looks - take a peek at a 
photo of G.A. and you'll see that his protaganists are everything he's not. Check 
out this gem: "The young man... had many names. Short, dark hair, average in 
height, thin and wiry, with sharp, tanned features; he looked ten years younger _ 
than his age. His eyes, closed now, were a chameleon hazel. He had an almost 
imperceptible cleft in his chin." Does this dashing young man get laid? "He was 
Michael Baumann, Mike to his new lover Rosanne Casey, the weekend schedul- 
ing clerk for Security Pacific Services, whose fragrant bed he had left three hours 
before." Really, you can only guess at the author's intentions since this thing 
hops all over the place from the start; maybe it all comes together at some point 
but things move way too slow in the first twenty pages to hold your interest. 
George Orwell this mook is not. Still, just as there are plenty of people who like 
terrible bands because their politics are right on, I'm sure there are plenty of peo- 


` ple who will love this book for the same reasons. Just try to ignore the writing. 


RED LONDON by Stewart Home (AK Press, $12.95 ppd. and trust me, it's just a 
coincidence that I've created a book review section and everything covered in it 
is released by my new distributor) 

Finally, a work of political fiction that doesn't turn my stomach! Though 1 get the 
feeling that the author actually admires at least some of the tactics employed by 
his nutcase characters, he puts story over soapbox and the result is a very funny 
book. Home is lauded as a pulp fiction writer of the highest order in reviews quot- 
ed on the back cover, and | think that's an accurate description. This book has 
no point, no reason for existence other than to amuse the reader with tales of 
sex and violence. A gang of skinheads living in Buddhist monk co-op housing is 
out to rid England of anybody rich and famous. Yeah, there are politics involved, 
and maybe Home is taking a jab at zombified revolutionaries, but most of the 
actions centers around sex (in true pulp fashion, Home repeats himself endlessly 
when describing various sexual encounters; always, "Genetics are scrambled" 
and the men shoot wads of "DNA" upon climaxing); we got homosexuality, gang- 
banging, straight one on one sex, water sports and too many other sexual devia- 
tions to detail. The formula is simple: a page of plot, a page of sex, a page of vio- 
lence. The characters are cartoonish, the violence is nauseating (though not 
nearly so much as the sex scenes) and it's all hilarious. Take away some of the 
stronger political elements and this almost reads like an early John Waters . 
screenplay. Yes, this is worthless garbage but it's really entertaining worthless 
garbage which | guess means it's not really worthless. Oh my, I've gotten caught 
up in the syntax vortex and | can't find my way out. Fuck it. Umm, anyway, 
whether it's high quality or not, there's at least one thing | can say about it that | 
can't say about the previous two books reviewed; | not only finished it, | read it 
straight through. 
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The RETURN of the Son 
of fhe Section Without A Title 
That's All About Movies... 


There I was at the Old Orchard Loews theater in Skokie. 
Skokie has about as much aesthetic appeal as, say, Berwyn 
("BERWYN?!71!!!" screams the off-camera voice [ok, that makes по 
. sense whatsoever unless you remember the Son of Svengoolie]) 
but I'd won two free passes to a sneak preview of the Tim 
Robbins/Morgan Freeman flick THE SHAWSHANK REDEMPTION. 
Portia and 1 enter The theater and are directed to a roped off 
area. We have 35 minutes to wait. The theater is crammed full of 
people just like us who salivate at the sound of the word "free." I 
don't like being crammed in with people. There are a lot of fat 
guys hanging around with pieces of popcorn stuck to their chins. 
The women peer around nervously, visibly upset that they are not 
occupying a spot at the front as we are. | lean up against the wall 
and close my eyes. | can't smoke in here - maybe it’s been a long 
time since I was in a theater, but when they hell did they outlaw 
cigarettes in the friggin’ lobby fer chrissakes? | consider sneaking 
outside for a quick butt - Portia can keep our space. | finally 
decide that it’s not gonna kill me to forego my habit for a couple 
of hours. 

The movie Is set to start at 8:00. At 7:30, the screen on 
the theater that is just beyond our reach lights up. A trailer for 
some godawful Charlie Sheen movie rolls. The nervous crowd lets 
out a collective groan. An old bag who looks like she has entirely 
too much money in her bank account badgers her harried hus- 
band into going around the rope so she can sit on the bench. All 
eyes are on the bag. She has shown total disrespect for the velvet 
rope - she has pulled the movie theater equivalent of shoulder- 
riding. She sets herself down gingerly and gives the crowd a defi- 
ant stare. Only the sanctity of the rope prevents me from stran- 
gling her for contributing to the declihe of our nation's values; | 
have long felt that if line-jumpers and shoulder-riders were simply 
executed by modern day lynch mobs, ours would ultimately be a 
peaceful, harmonious society. 

The trailers continue running. The crowd, once simply jit- 
tery, Is now filled with the sounds of grinding teeth. Finally, a ће- 
ater employee comes up and informs us that the film is being 
shown in a different theater on the other side of the building. A 
mass exodus ensues and though I'm a bit peeved at having lost 
my choice spot, the feeling is overshadowed by my glee at the 
look of utter defeat on the bag's face. Sometimes there is justice. 

We file into the theater and find a seat on the aisle near 
the back. We set ourselves down in a combination 
Barcalounger/theater seat. A few rows in front of us, an employee 
has blocked off a section with the velvet ropes. For a brief 
moment, | wonder if this specially reserved section indicates a 
possible pop-in from one of the actors, but as the rows fill up with 
obnoxious, pony-tailed, pink faced twits, І realize that it's reserved 
for leeches connected with WXRT, which is co- -sponsoring the 
event. A cute mulatto girl sits down behind us with a grey, fiftyish 
hipster. | hear her ask how all these people got free tickets. He 
says he doesn't know, but that he got his tickets from a good 
friend who works for Disney. Yeah, right. The dumb sap sent in a 
postcard to the Sun-Times just like me. 


The guy sitting in front of us shifts in his comfy chair and 
my ears are assaulted by the sound of grinding metal. One of the 
bottom legs wrenches loose from the base and he's left sprawling 
at a humorous angle. Sheepishly, he gets up and attempts to 
slide over to the next seat inconspicuously, but everyone within 
fifty yards is gaping at him. 

Though a bit unstable, the seats are plush and I'm drift- 
ing off into dreamland when I hear the crowd applauding. | re- 
learn an important lesson: American crowds will applaud just 
about any idiot as long as said idiot isn't dolled up in an $$ uni- 
form. Idiotus Supremus, a WXRT employee, is at the front of the 
theater. He appears to be giving a speech but from our poaten 
he’s completely inaudible. 

“WE CAN'T HEAR YOU!” screams the crowd. He goes on 
speaking at the same level. “SPEAK UP!” yells the crowd, as if any- 
one associated with WXRT might actually have something intelli- 
gent or amusing to say. The twit ignores the crowd's pleas and 
continues mumbling. Finally, he finishes, the crowd monkeys out 
by applauding the unheard speech and the movie begins. 

The first ten minutes of the film are mildly intriguing. It 
isn't often that a director skates so close to the cutting edge; he's 
shot the film in such a way so that you don't see above the noses 
of the characters. I'm really not in the proper frame of mind for an 
art film and am about to exit when the projectionist wakes up and 
re-aligns the screen. For twenty bucks an hour, you'd think these 
chumps could get it right the first time. 

The film is adapted from a Stephen king story entitled 
Rita Hayworth and Shawshank Redemption. | know it's not very 
punk to enjoy the work of mainstream, best-selling authors, but 
Stephen King is a-ok in my book and Rifa Hayworth is the best 
story he's ever written. Naturally, I'm filled with a certain amount of 
apprehension as well as a sense of letdown - | already know the 
story's surprise ending. Though this isn't a horror film, the director, 
Frank Darabont, is unknown to me and I'm a bit worried that we 
may be in for two hours worth of CUJO-style entertainment. I’m 
crossing my fingers and hoping they handle it right. 

As soon as the first scene starts, an involuntary 
"WRONG!!!" escapes my previously zipped lips. On the way over, | 
had told Portia that if they opened the film with a scene involving 
a crime Robbins’ character may or may not have committed, the 
movie will suck. 1 AM NOT going to be a crybaby and insist that 
the movie remain true to the plot of the book, but it's absolutely 
essential to the story that the crime and courtroom scenes are 
shown in flashback. I'm pissed. 

Slowly, the movie begins taking shape, and although I'm 
still peeved at the gross mishandling of a key scene, this isn’t a 
bad movie. Both Robbins and Freeman are inoffensive actors and 
have done some okay work. The prison looks and feels right. Yes, it 
seems more than a little strange that all the prisoners are articu- 
late, intelligent, thoughtful people (except for the "queens"), but 
the prison is appropriately grey and unpleasant, and unlike most 
prison movies, there are no convoluted break-out plots. Of course, 
there's a sadistic warden and violent guards but I think you kinda 


have to have that in a prison flick. 

This Is a slow movie, but it’s not so slow that! lost interest. 
1 did, however begin to get extremely uncomfortable about 
halfway through the film - despite the apparent user-friendliness 

` of the theater seats, my butt began to ache. I started switching 
positions every few minutes. І slumped, | leaned forward in the 
classic taking-a-crap position, | shifted from side to side. Finally, 1 
got up to pee. As 1 passed through the hallway to the lobby, | saw 
а pile of SHAWSHANK REDEMPTION posters. | grabbed two. When I 
made my way back to my seat, my butt was relatively ache-free. | 
settled in and concentrated on the plot. Yes, this is a pretty good 
movie, I'm thinking, although the tendency of the crowd to laugh 
uproariously at little bits of dry humor that are intended to simply 
bring a smile to one's face is beginning to grate. Suddenly, a 
hideous howl emerges from the screen. What is it? Is a boat pass- 
Ing by the prison? No, It sounds like the cattle are lowing through 
a megaphone! A new scene comes up but the lowing continues. 
It drowns out the incidental music and causes me їо strain to hear 
the dialogue. I've got It! It’s fucking FEEDBACK! It goes on for ten 
minutes. Finally, the film crumbles to a halt and we're left looking 
at a Loews logo on screen. The audience Is clearly confused. We 
sit tight for several minutes until the projectionist Is awakened and 
the film picks up where It left off, minus the mooing. Finally | can 
concentrate. 

After the movie ends, we make our way to the car. We 
overhear an elderly gent telling his wife, “You know, that was a 
good picture." I'm not sure. It’s been three weeks now and I'm a 
little more sure. 

Though the film changes some of the plot elements of 
King’s story, the changes work, and In at least one case a major 
change comes off better than did the original scene in the book. 
While not as exciting as the book, It has its moments. It’s clever. 
But I still can't get over the intellectual genius showed by the pris- 
oners. They're clever, witty, kind. How the hell did they end up in 
prison? Where are all the heartless, dumb, mean-spirited thugs? 

The acting is great, particularly by Morgan Freeman. He 
plays Red, the guy in prison who can get you anything. He also 
narrates the film, which Is right because that's the way the story is 
written (although In the story, we aren't aware that Red is actually 
a black man until we're halfway through. Obviously, this can't be 
accomplished in a movie and besides, | always had a bit of a 

. problem with the way in which King "surprises" us with the fact that 
Red Is black, particularly when you consider that early in his story, 
Red describes looking In a mirror and getting all bummed 
because over the years, his thick, red hair has faded to grey!). 

Still, It’s not a hugely uplifting story as the ads would have 
you believe. It’s the kind of movie that provides roles that actors 
kill for. There will probably be some Oscars handed out. It’s not 
brilliant, but It’s miles above the average Hollywood production. 
Like the man says, it's a good picture. 

| recently saw SERIAL MOM on video. | would’ve gone to 
see It in the theater but for the facts that І despise Ricki Lake and 
Kathleen Turner and | was totally disappointed with CRY-BABY. Live 
and learn. SERIAL MOM is easily the best of the post-grossout 
Waters films. HAIRSPRAY, which | liked, was a little too happy, 
though very good at showing life in a Baltimore row house. CRY- 
BABY tried too hard, was basically plotless and was way too into 
the hep Idea of exploiting white trash. SERIAL MOM Is basically 
POLYESTER told in a more conventional manner. John Waters has 
the bright, cheerful suburban look down pat - the best looking 
scenes of an idyllic suburbia shot since DENNIS THE MENACE (I'm 
serious һеге!). The kid who plays Turner's son Is just plain annoying 
with his bug-like features and comball acting, and Lake, as 
always, Is as irritating as her idiotic talk show. But Turner does a 
good job as a murderous June Cleaver and Sam Waterston turns 


in a fine performance as her clueless husband (the men in Waters’ 
movies always seem fo be either outright scumbags or sheepish 
dopes). Waters, always remembering where he came from, shoots 
Towson and Baltimore lovingly - the scene at Hammerjack's (with 
17 in very tight pants performing as "Camel Lips” - НА!) is brilliant. , 
Waters also pokes fun at his own obsession with famous court 
cases - you just know that the dialogue uttered by the courtroom . 
spectators is straight out of his own experiences. 

SERIAL MOM is not particularly offensive, but it's not very 
nice, it doesn't have a traditional happy ending and it's just plain 
weird enough to confirm Waters' status as a classy sell-out. | 

I've been so disappointed with mainstream horror films in 
the past ten years. When I see a horror film, | want to see uninten- 
tional humor, splatter or just plain evil, and І wanna be scared. 
DEAD-ALIVE doesn't deliver if you wanna be scared and its humor 
is totally intentional, but | have never seen a splatterfest of this — 
quality or quantity in my life. From beginning to end, this is a mas- 
sive gross-out, even moreso than BAD TASTE. The plot is cohesive, 
but the violence is unrelenting (and incredibly inventive; you'd 
think that filmmakers would've figured out just about every way 
there is to kill someone; DEAD-ALIVE comes up with more than a , 
few totally original methods). This tops EVIL DEAD 2 as the funniest, 
goriest, best-made splatter flick ever. This is one of those rare 
movies that is worth owning. If you haven't seen it, do it now. If you 
have and you don't agree that it's incredible from every angle, 
you deserve to be tied to a chair and forced to watch Wes 
Craven's NEW NIGHTMARES (who, if memory serves, has made a 
grand total of two good flicks since | was a boy - LAST HOUSE ON 
THE LEFT and the original NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET. Is there a 
more overrated, consistently. disappointing horror film director???) 

Dario Argento is well-respected amongst horror fans, 
though | can't figure out why. l'Il be honest; prior to TRAUMA, the 
only Argento film I'd seen was SUSPIRIA. SUSPIRIA had some great 
parts, but it was so goddamn slow that І ended up falling asleep 
BOTH times | attempted to watch it. Guess what? I fell asleep dur- 


_ Ing TRAUMA, too. | don't know what it is about Argento. His movies 


fucking crawl. They're really not that gross (yeah, | got the unrated 
version of TRAUMA). His plot twists might be mildly interesting if 
they occurred at a point in the film before my eyelids are droop- 
ing, but jeez, he bores me. Give him credit for inspiring Romero to 
make some great flicks and for working on the script for ONCE 
UPON A TIME IN THE WEST, but keep his movies away from me. 

TRAUMA is a mystery about a girl with a mysterious past 
and a mad headhunter on the loose. Argento has a knack for 
holding back and developing his characters slowly. Unfortunately, 
they never develop into interesting people; they're always outside 
the mainstream, but that's as far as he goes. There are some 
Hitchcockian elements to TRAUMA, but, unlike Hitchcock's films, | 
didn't care about the outcome. | don't know who the killer was in 
TRAUMA ‘cause | fell asleep, which must mean I don't care. 

Yet another disappointment is Abel Ferrara's remake of 
INVASION OF THE BODY SNATCHERS, this time simply called BODY 
SNATCHERS. Sheesh, what a waste. Aside from BAD LIEUTENANT, 
Ferrara's work hasn't impressed me. This is probably the most 
mainstream of his films and it fails miserably. First of all, every- 
body who's gonna wanna see it already knows the story, so if 
you're gonna do a remake, you better put some stuff in the film 
that people DON'T already know about. Changing the location to 
an army base in the desert is not a good start. Neither is bringing: 
in an évil stepmother (duh, yeah, she already took the place of 
the REAL mother) or making some dopey Army geek the hero. The 
film has a lot to say about environmental responsibility - big deal, 
I wanted to see a horror flick, not a goddamn public service . : 
announcement. This one is BORING, big time. You DO NOT need 
to see this. Rent the original. 


MUSIC САМ MAKE You ИОМІТІ!! - 


1 didn't review everything | got in this time for two reasons: First, it's been quite 
some time since my last issue and | had a glut of stuff to assault my ears with and 
second, way too much of it was the kind of stuff that doesn't belong in a punk rock 
fanzine, at least not mine. In the future, if you send something for review on CD or 
cassette that's available on vinyl, I'll sell it without reviewing it. Also, if you write 
"promo" on the cover or otherwise deface the album or single to make it unsellable, 
I'll toss it in the trash without a review. Third, if you send a cheesy promo pack with 
your releases, I'll review it, but the review will invariably be bad. Got it? Then let's 
get on with it. 
ALARMA SOCIAL - Eastado De Alarma EP (Rumble Rekords/ Apdo. 47162/ 
28080 Madrid/ Spain) 
Generic hardcore made slightly more interesting since it's sung in Spanish. But not 
interesting enough. They oughta throw away their American hardcore records. 
AURORA - Elore Kurvak Gengszterek CD (Hulk Rackorz/ Eichendorffstr. 1/ 
93051 Regensburg/ Germany) 
Aurora is a decent hc band with all the usual ingredients: speed, sing-a-long 
melodies and strong choruses. Yet it's missing something. The production is too 
low-endy to have the kind of effect that these type of bands usually produce. Plus, it 
just feels a little too by-the-numbers; it lacks the energy, urgency and excitement 
that puts a band like Wizo over the top. 
AVAIL - Satiate CD (Lookout/ P.O. Box 11374/ Berkeley CA/ 94712) 
Sometimes Avail sounds like a stripped down Pearl Jam doing a Pepsi commercial. 
Sometimes they sound like one of those imbecilic New Yawk Straight edge bands 
from the late '80s. But at least they're consistent in being boring all the time. 
BEATNIK TERMITES - Schoolboy's Dream EP (Get Happy/ Falkensteinerstr. 27/ 
60322 Frankfurt/ Germany) 
Cleveland's Beatnik Termites come through with a strong EP after turning in an 
impressive cut on the PUNK USA compilation. The Termites' brand of poppy, buzz- 
saw, bubblegum punk does not disappoint, even when the recording quality fluctu- 
ates dramatically. 4 outta 5 of these tunes are outstanding, with "Charlie Brown 
Gets A Valentine" and "9:15" leading the pack. 
BIG RIG - Expansive Heart EP (Lookout) 
Jesse OPIV's new band. Hard to pin down exactly what this sounds like. Fast as 
hell but too melancholy too be called hardcore. It's not bad. It's pretty good. Not 
anywhere near as good as | was expecting, but I have pretty high expectations from 
Jesse. I'm sure the band will get better and maybe this record will grow on me. 
BORIS THE SPRINKLER - (Do You Wanna) Grilled Cheese b/w Bad Guy 
Reaction 45 (Bulge/ Р.О. Box 1173/ Green Bay WI/ 54305) 
Midtempo punk from a band led by the infamous Rev. Norb. | can no longer say 
with confidence that BORIS sucks. "Grilled Cheese" is a really good song and Norb 
actually sings instead of verbally gesticulating. Even the lyrics are a few steps 
above Norb's usual moronic fare. The B side is a fucking smoking version of the 
Rezillos classic that oughta be used as a textbook example of how to cover an 
already great punk tune. The band is tighter, the production is way better and Norb 
looks really cool on the cover. Now if they'd just change their name. 
BORIS THE SPRINKLER - Male Model EP (Bulge) 
Norb sez this one ain't as good as the last one. It's not but it suits me fine anyway. 
There's two Boris originals, "Superball Eyes" and "Ejector Seat" and they both have 
a late period Meatmen sound, so you've been warned. Listening to their cover of 
The Undertones' "Male Model," ya start thinking, gee, this would be a heckuva lot 
better if they'd just slow it down. Then they give us the same song with the tape 

_ Slowed down and it IS better, apeman vocals notwithstanding. This one is worth it 
for the cover alone, which features a very sexy pic of Norbert and a Slightly snobby 
essay on The Undertones (it would be REALLY snobby if it wasn't for the fact that 
The Undertones' records were recently re-released by Dojo); I'll be REALLY 
impressed when Boris covers The Cortinas. 
BRUTALLY FAMILIAR - Ashamed To Be White EP (Eugene/ P.O. Box 2183/ 
Meriden CT/ 06450) 
FUCK, this is great! This rips - no shit - and it sounds more pissed than The Pist if 
you get my jist, sis. Eugene knows hardcore. They know how to find bands with 
aggression, | say conviction, | say balls! They know how to cut a record hot so it 
sends the neighbors running. And Brutally Familiar knows how to take your puny 
head off with pure, raw punk rock blitzkrieg fury. Plus, any band who covers 
"Broken Bones" by The Freeze and actually does it justice is A-OK in my book. 
CAVITY - Built For The Human Race EP (Black Plastic/ P.O. Box 480832/ Denver 
CO/ 80248) 
Straight forward enough to keep my attention, quirky enough to make it stand out. 
There's a slight DK's influence in these 1-2-3-4 punkers. Excellent production, bet- 
ter than average songs, lousy band name. | 
THE CHUBBIES/THE PHUZZ - split EP (Kantzalis/ 1034 W. "I" St. #173/ Ontario ` 
CA/ 91762) 
The Chubbies play peppy, new-wavey punk with good female vocals and lousy pro- 
duction. The Phuzz are in the same vein except for the male vocals and snottier 
attitude. The Chubbies are the better of the two, due primarily to their singer/gui- 
tarist Jeanette. 

` DEPRESSING CLAIM EP (No Tomorrow/ Apdo. 1134/ 12080 Castellon/ Spain) 
Even though the band's name is spelled wrong on the cover, even though the cover 
is one of the worst I've seen, this is still great. Brilliant three chord punk. It's all there 


- melodies, backups, cool guitar lines... I'll always love this kind of music: obviously. ; 


Ramones influenced yet still distinct. Buy this апа ALL Shock Treatment records if 
you're as bored as | am with American punk. 

DEROZER EP (Francesco Borin/ Via Legione/ Antonini 103/ 36100 Vicenza/ Italy) . 
Similar to a lot of the Spanish punk reviewed here: unapologetically influenced by 
the Ramones, great production, great backing vocals. It also shows more recent 
American hardcore influences which makes for a unique sound. Another one to 
snap up if ya see it. : 

DEVIL DOGS - Choad Blast CDEP (Empty/ P.O. Box 12034/ Seattle WA/ 98102) 
Whoah, hang on now, not all American punk sucks. Call this one the surprise of the 
year. Fun, party punk and roll produced by Kurt Bloch who is undoubtedly the best 
knob turner in the biz. The Devil Dogs crank out the high voltage tuneage with pre- 
cision and panache (ok, | just wanted to use that word) and they sound like they're : 
genuinely having fun playing it. When's the last time you could honestly say that 
about a band? Fuck, Dion and Stiv would be proud. | hereby proclaim the Devil 
Dogs Kings of the East Coast until further notice. ` 

DICKIES - Roadkill EP (Triple X) 1 r 
Gee, the Dickies used to be so great. This is pretty strained. "Roadkill". is a boring 
piece of dung that.sounds like "Winnebago Warrior." What happened to Leonard's 
voice? Sounds like he's got a bad cold or a bad something... "Squaggy Doo" is the 
cheapest, most self indulgent track ever, featuring the band farting around trying to: 
learn "Aqualung" during a cigarette break in the studio. Sometimes a "previously 
unreleased track" is "previously unreleased" for a goddamn good reason. "Dead 
Heat" is the latest in a long line of Dickies tunes that sound like rejected back- 
ground music for a B-movie and thus, is the best tune on here. It still ain't worth 
your dough. t 

DOWN BY LAW - Punkrockacademytfightsong CD (Epitaph/ 6201 Sunset Blvd. 
Suite 111/ Hollywood CA/ 90028) : 

Tries too hard. Panders to the lemmings at the mall. Sexually frustrated jockcore. 
Hard rock for today's maladjusted rich kids. Cheesy. Dumb. Corny. Pre-fabbed, 
contrived dog poo. This'll stand the test of time real good. : 
ECONOTHUGS - Beer Run EP (Centsless/ 5945 Monticello Av/ Cincinnati OH/ 
45224) 

Kick-ya-in-the-head hardcore that sound straight outta 1984. Think Raw Power, 


B.G.K., Battalion Of Saints or a slower Offenders. It's got some metal undertones to - 


it but 3 of the 5 songs are really hot - it's not as retro as it might seem after one lis- : 
ten. Punk, drunk and pissed. ` 

THE FALL-OUTS - Sleep EP (Supereleciro/ P.O. Box 20401/ Seattle WA/ 98102) 
My first listen to this semi-legendary band has made me a convert. The Fall-Outs 
deliver jangly, sloppy punkcore, not too far removed from the early Fastbacks or 
"Sorry Ma" era Replacements. The recording has a great live feel and the band 
cranks out the toe-tappin' tunes with a give a crud attitude. Top notch. 

GARDEN VARIETY, LP (Gern Blandsten/ 305 Haywood Dr./ Paramus NJ/ 07652) 
Sort of a faster Jawbreaker (NOTE: You will read roughly 8 billion references to 


, Jawbreaker in this. section. I'm not losing my mind - there's just a heck of a lot of 


bands out there who are "influenced" by Pfahler and Co. Handle it.). These guys 
take the torch and use it to forge their own style (do | even know what the fuck I'm 
talking about anymore?). Ok, they write a good tune! They come across with a sat- 
isfying album. Satisfying cause it's good but it doesn't quite capture the energy of 
their live gigs. It's still damn fine for a first album. Includes "Pretty Mouth," the "mys- 
tery track" on the PUNK USA compilation. 

GAS - Make A Board EP (La Bande A Bonnot/ V. Valsassina 3/ 00141 Roma/ Italy) 
Happy pop punk with lollipops and daisies. I'm supposed to be too cynical and 
mean to like this kind of stuff, but this record brings a smile to my face. Tough crud. 
Ya jerk. 

GAS HUFFER - One Inch Masters LP (Epitaph) 

Since this is not your average Epitaph release by any stretch of the imagination 
(produced by Kurt Bloch at Е99!), I paid careful attention. What І can't figure out is 
why Gas Huffer is always mentioned alongside the Devil Dogs, N.B. Turks, 
Teengenerate, etc. The straight'up rock and roll influence is there, but there's also 


some metal influences and these irritating Hank Williams meets Danzig vocals. The 


songs are all too long and the whole record is just a little too hep for me; I feel like | 
ain't cool enough to be listening to it. Still, | get a kick out of imagining the average 
Epitaph consumer's reaction to this. 

THE GREY SPIKES - Detroit, California EP (Vital Gesture/ P.O. Box 46100/ Los 
Angeles CA/ 90046) \ 

The small promo sheet that came with this one showed about fifteen reviews, all 
comparing the Spikes to the Stooges, an accurate call. Though they play louder 
and maybe even a bit meaner than Iggy and Co., they've got the Detroit sound 
down, hence the title. Two powerful blasts and one throwaway make this one worth 
checking out. 

HORACE PINKER - Power Tools CD (Earwax) 

Face To Face. NOFX. Bad Religion. Descendents. All. Baggy shorts. Backwards 
baseball caps. Look, this is actually a really great album. l'm just so fucking sick of- 
this kind of music. 

JUGHEAD'S REVENGE - Eliminator LP (BYO/ Р.О. Box 67A64/ Los Angeles CA/ 
90067) 

West coast hardcore distinguished by a straight ahead approach and a singer with 


a gutteral, unpleasant voice. Jughead's Revenge come across as more genuine 
than their So. Cal counterparts and they also have something many of their contem- 
poraries lack - a'direction. | guess this is retro; | hear influences ranging from Black 
Flag (check out "Measured In Time") and the Circle Jerks to NOFX (NOTE: Please 
refer to the note in the Garden Variety review, only substitue NOFX for Jawbreaker 
and Fat Mike for Pfahler) but it's done really well and should appeal to the Epitaph 
crowd. 
KING FRIDAY/G-WHIZ - split EP (Trouser Cough) 
King Friday: Please refer to the Horace Pinker review. G-Whiz: Please refer to the 
Horace Pinker review, except change, "Look, this is actually a really great album," 
to "Look, this sucks drippy turds." Thank you. Y 
LAGWAGON - Trashed LP (Fat WreckChords/ P.O. Box 460144/ San Francisco 
CA/94146) 
This is very good for what it is. But what it is, is a less talented NOFX with an 
exceedingly dull singer. 
LOCAL H - Drum EP (One World Communications) ) 
Lousy rock with a capital R. It sounds like Geddy Lee's punk project. 
LOS CRUDOS/MANUMISSION split EP (Lengua Armada) 
Remember when hardcore bands putting huge informational booklets about various 
political causes in their record sleeves was a common sight? This one is a benefit 
for the Western Shoshone Defense Project. It's all explained in the big old booklet 
which I'm too lazy to read. Los Crudos bangs out their brand of pissed off, grating 
hardcore admirably but they really need to get those guitars up louder in their mix 
sessions. Manumission are sloppy, which is a crime when you're playing at a billion 
miles an hour. Despite their speed, they've got some sort of weird emo thing going. 
The singer is screaming in a language of his own invention and the production is so 
terrible on every level that it takes away any chance for the tunes to hit you where it 
counts. 
LOST LYRICS - Gang Bang EP (Hulk Rackorz) 
German hardcore, which if | haven't explained it to you enough yet, means loud, 
snotty, dumb-funny and somehow baroque or something at the same time. 
Anthemic tunes, marching-style drums, strict, tight, lead and backing vocals; mis- 
takes are verboten. Fratz at Hulk knows a great band when he hears one. Go on 
and buy it. It's ok, really, just write to Hulk. Their address is next to the Aurora 
review. 
MEN'S RECOVERY PROJECT - Make A Baby EP (Vermiform/ P.O. Box 12065/ 
Richmond VA/ 23241) 
Here it is kids, Sam McPheeters' project band which is, as far as | know, fucking 
hated by every single person who's heard it. Personally, | think it's healthy - heck, 
cathartic - for someone who has fronted a popular band for years to do a personal 
project - let 'em be self-indulgent. Thing is, although self-indulgence does rear its 
ugly head a couple times on this slab, the ex-Born Against singer has put out a 
damn fine record. There are plenty of unusual elements here: electronic wackiness, 
strange-samples and a very tinny, light production style. But y'know, it's not too far 
removed from what a lot of the cooler bands were doing in the early '80s - just fuck- 
ing weird punk like Flipper and Big Black. MRP don't sound like those bands but 
the attitude is similar. How can anyone listen to "Why We Are Lazy" and honestly 
say it sucks; cross early Germs with Really Red in a shitty studio and that's what 
you'd get. "Enjoy Life" could be from the last Born Against record, or an outtake 
from the "Damaged" sessions - take your pick. Some of the other stuff on here is 
sheer noise, but even that's kinda entertaining if you keep your mind open - fuck me 
if "Manhole" doesn't sound like a late '70s Residents tune. It wouldn't surprise me to 
discover that Sam made this record with the express intent of further alienating the 
average Vermiform supporter, but I like it. This is really fucking good, and | ain't just 
being contradictory. 
MICROMACHINES - Sino Son Micromachines No Son Los Autenticos EP 
Uh, the Spanish guy who put this out sent it to me from Kentucky or Pennsylvania 
or something with an explanation that it's a satire or not a "real" band or something. 
Too bad. | love new wave punk, keyboards and all. This includes a great version of 
"Tainted Love." Maybe they're an '80s nostalgia project, but it's still rad. Sorry, no 
address, so you'll probably never get to hear how cool this is. 
MONSTER TRUCK DRIVER EP (Carving Knife/ P.O. Box 829/ Seattle WA/ 98111- 
0829) и 
Aggressive, loud, heavy, angry hardcore punk which kinda surprised me given the 
band name - | was expecting a buncha jaded old twits trying to be the Stooges of 
the '90s. Just good, old fashioned pissed off punk. Hot stuff, it'll burn ya. 
MONSTER TRUCK DRIVER - All Greasy And Grimy 10" (Carving Knife) 
Whoah - identity crisis! Is this a different band than on the 10"?!? The first tune is a 
sludgy, grungy pieca crud. "Cyco" is pretty standard pop-punk with new wave 
vocals and a noisy, discordant lead running throughout. "Pedophile" is a so-so rock 
tune with those same vocals... | got it! Ric Ocasek! On the next tune, the vocals are 
back to loud, atonal and pissed. Side B offers more of this uh, eclectic mixture. 
Nothing at all like the EP. The free redneck patch can't make up for the fact that this 
blows. 

: MORAL CRUX/MOTHERLOAD - split EP (Shinola/ South 408 Freya/ Spokane WA/ 
99202-5058) 
Motherload plays funk with a little heavy metal thrown in for kicks. Sorta like a Red 
Hot Chili Peppers tribute band crossed with Quiet Riot. Why the amazing Moral 
Crux is sharing a slabba wax with these dorks is a question not answered on the 
sleeve. 
MORAL CRUX - ...And Nothing But The Truth CD (Vandal Children/ P.O. Вох 
260805/ Hartford CT/ 06026-0805) 
An 11 song CD that shows why Moral Crux is the best political band in America. 
Ok, I'll help you out - it's cause they write great tunes before stepping up to the 


soapbox. The only unfortunates are that it's not available on vinyl and that the weak 
production doesn't do the buzzsaw tunes justice. It's still a great album. 

THE MR. T EXPERIENCE - Our Bodies, Our Selves LP (Lookout) 

| couldn't believe that the infamous Dr. Frank and his cohorts could release a worse 
album than "Milk, Milk, Lemonade," but the first time | heard this | almost gave 
myself a hernia trying to yank it off the turntable before | started crying. | have every 
MTX record ever released, including compilatiori cuts. MTX has been my favorite 
"peer" band since | started Screeching Weasel. Dr. Frank is what everyone claimed 
ol' 12 Gauge Cobain was - the voice of my generation. He writes from the perspec- 
tive of a guy raised on the Brady Bunch, Captain Crunch and crummy school lunch- 
es, Three's Company and Donny and Marie, Leif Garret and Shaun Cassidy. He 
speaks for those of us who were brought up by a nation of health-obsessed, hot- 
tubbing, lawn-munching, beaver-shaving coke freaks. Dr. Frank is Head Genius in 
the lyrics division of Punk Rock, Inc. But | wanted to pinch him hard when | heard 
this record. | was initially going to put the MTX on the cover of this issue but | axed 
the idea because of this pitiful record. And now I've been through a shitload of shit 
that | have to review and I'm listening to this as | write and I'm realizing that this is a 
great record. Is it great only in the context of the utter crap I'm being forced to hear? 
| don't think so. This is not bar rock, as was my original summation. There are a 
couple of shockingly lame tunes, but that's par for the course with an MTX record. 
The truth is, most of this is not only good, it's as good as "Making Things With 
Light" and "Night Shift In The Thrill Factory." Jon von's departure hasn't affected the 
band nearly as much as I'd thought. And the lyrics are just as simultaneously 
clever, funny and heartbreaking as on previous records. "Game Over" is just dumb 
(cool concept of ripping off Wire's "Strange" notwithstanding), and "Are You There 
God? It's Me Margaret" crosses the line into unintentional self-parody. | could also 
do without the weak version of an already lame disco tune called "I Feel Love." But 
"Personality Seminar," "Somebody Who Cares," "Love Manifesto," "Martyr," and 
"Will You Still Love Me When | Don't Love You" (acoustic!) are classic. And "Even 
Hitler Had A Girlfriend" (another acoustic one) is perfect. When Frank sings, "The 
odds are pretty good, but the goods are pretty odd," every envious bone in my body 
tingles and | feel like I'm back with the old Frank. This is the longest review I've ever 
written for two reasons: First, if you hated this album the first coupla times you 
heard it, this is a plea for you to give it another chance. Second, the MTX are gonna 
go down in history as one of the most unique, intelligent and fun punk bands of 
these times and you should know that. So if you don't, maybe this lengthy, eye- 
catching review will clue you in. 

NOFX - Punk In Drublic CD (Epitaph) 

Remember "Liberal Animation"? Well, it took me two weeks to figure out the title to 
this one. I kept trying to figure out whether a drublic was an Israeli coin or an j 
Argentenian festival. But despite my idiocy, NOFX doesn't play fair, using the same. 
dumb word trick on two different albums. And let's face it, these fellas ain't no rocket 
scientists: check out "My Heart Is Yearning" for proof. But then again, | never 
thought NOFX was particularly funny - their idea of wit revolves around a third 
grade level of wordplay. That aside, this is a typical NOFX album - in other words, 
it's predictable because it's unpredictable; quirky changes, fast to slow and back 
again, unexpected jumps into reggae or ska or jazz or plain schlock. | have mixed 
feelings about NOFX. | fucking hate their dumb ass idiot moron sheep fans, and I 
really fucking hate all the dipshit bands out there who try to sound like NOFX so 
they can become big and famous and drink expensive beer and pork vacant-eyed, 
misguided punkettes. BUT... NOFX is a good band. They are America's Toy Dolls. 
It's not cool to like them, but secretly you think they're rad. They can write a good 
hook and they're the best at what they do, and when a new NOFX album comes 
out, | wanna hear it. "Drublic" isn't as good as "White Trash" but it's a lot more con- 
sistent and fun to listen to than any of their other albums. By the way, as far as | 
can tell, "Punk Guy" is not about MRR's Rev. Norb, despite the rumors. If it was, ol' 
Norbie probably wouldn't have slammed the crud outta NOFX in his MRR column. 
But | digress to a ridiculous degree. When you get down to brass tacks (I just want- 
ed to use that corny phrase), if the music's good then it's good and "Punk In 
Drublic" is great. 

NUEVO CATECISMO CATOLICO EP (No Tomorrow) 

Another outstanding Spanish band. This one is more guitar/rock and roll based. 
Howling vocals, heavy backbeat and - you got it - tight, tight, tight. It's basically 
twisted, distorted versions of what would be ok pop tunes in lesser hands which, 
come to think of it, is what punk bands used to do way back when. 

OFFSPRING - Smash CD (Epitaph) 

The last time | saw the Offspring, the singer was a geeky, short-haired guy fronting 
an entertaining but kinda sloppy band. Their metalhead guitarist shoulda tipped me 
off that the foul smelling winds of change were gathering steam (does that even 
make sense? Fuck me.) Now the singer sports long dreads and he fronts a minor 
league Iron Maiden. Their trademark Middle Eastern riffs have become overbearing 
and simply add to the Maiden comparison (circa 1984 - the Powerslave era). When 
I was a dumb burnout kid, we all loved Maiden, Priest and AC/DC. If the Offspring 


_ had been around back then, we woulda spilled our bongwater all over the Black 


Sabbath coke mirror in a mad dash to the record store to shoplift this album. Of 
course, I'm not a 15 year old potsmoking metalhead anymore so naturally, | must 
bestow the title of "Spinal Tap Of The Punk Scene" on the Offspring. 

OGMANEX - 3:2 Fun Fatima EP (Hulk Rackorz) 

This is your basic German fun punk with the addition of some minor scale leads and 
an underlying dark vibe. Actually, it's sorta like what the Offspring might sound like 
if they didn't suck. 

PANSY DIVISION - Nine Inch Males EP (Lookout) 

Pop Punk Lite from the Old Skull of the '90s. Generally speaking, if you don't like 
Pansy Division, you're labeled as someone who just doesn't understand it. | under- 


stand enough to know that Pansy Division is a one trick pony. | understand enough 
to know that their music utterly sucks. | understand enough to know they're a novel- 
ty band and | understand enough to know that their limp version of a great Husker 
Du tune is further evidence that these guys know a lot more about alternative music 
than they do rock and roll. But my hidden agenda is that | really think that Pansy 
Division is great, I'm just homophobic. 

PARASITES - Pair CD (Shredder) 

This one is a heck of a lot better than their last CD and proves that Nikki is still 
capable of writing a good punk song. But there's still a major problem here, namely 
the vocals. Too sweet, too weak, too Milo-esque. The tunes are good enough to 
carry the album but why why why don't they get a better singer? If you haven't 
heard the Parasites, they play Descendentsy, Ramonesy pop punk, they have good 
musicians who don't show off and the production is usually good. The standouts on 
this one are "Refuge," "Die Trying," and "Love Me Too." 

PEECHEES - Cup Of Glory EP (Kill Rock Stars) 

This band fatures Chris of Lookout Records (who's sounding more than a little like 
Jesse Luscious) and Molly ex-Bratmobile. "Cheap Fun" is a straight up punky num- 
ber that could be an early X tune (minus the female vocals). "Grease" could use a 
little Olivia Newton John; it could be a late period X tune. That is not good. 
"Finewatch" is sorta Germsy (minus the sloppiness) and sorta Bikini Kill-sy (minus 
the wanking). Dumb.poetry serves as lyrics, but the band is actually pretty cool. If 
they can keep the punk in their rock, they'll be great. 

PINHEAD CIRCUS - Gone Again EP (Black Plastic) 

Enjoyable East Bay-ish hardcore from Denver. Three songs, two of which oughta 
get yer toes tappin’. It's been done before, but | gotta give ‘em points for enthusi- 
asm. 

THE PIST/MALACHI KRUNCH - split EP (Eugene) 

The Pist return with three more blasts of ferocious early D.C. (or is it Boston?) style 
hardcore punk, minus the stupidity (uh, if we're going with the.D.C. comparison - 
follow?). The Pist are currently the best straight up, angry punk band in the country 
and are worth the price of this record alone which is good because Malachi Krunch 
are currently the country's best example of generic hardcore, complete with "mo: 
parts. 

PLOW - Dance (Better Than I've Ever Seen) b/w Timmy Is An Arsonist 45 
(Coolidge/ 157 Coolidge Terrace/ Wyckoff NJ/ 07481-2504) 

Plow is an incredible pop punk band in the vein of the Beatnik Termites, but with a 
snottier, nastier edge. The vocals are like early Violent Femmes with balls. Buy this 
and you can say you were into Plow before they were cool and famous and hip. 
POT VALIANT EP (Lookout) 

Somebody fell asleep at Lookout and a shitty hippie/alternative band snuck in and 
arranged the release of this vinyl dungheap. Send letters of sympathy to Lookout. It 
was just a momentary lapse ої sanity, that's all. It won't happen again. 

PROZAC MEMORY - Chisel Tone b/w Mapmaker 45 (Faye/ P.O. Box 7332/ 
Columbia MO/ 65205) 

Jawbreaker-ish stuff right down to the cover which is straight out of the insert on 
"Whack And Blite." This didn't hit me as hard as their last single, but P.M. remains 
the one of the best of the newer bands with that Schwarzenbach sound. : 
THE PUTTERS - Fear Of Women CD (Empty) 

Some of this is hard rockin but sludgy. Structure-wise, it comes close to Nirvana. A 
lot of it's pretty good but none of it sticks. 

THE QUEERS/PINK LINCOLNS - split EP (Just Add Water) 

A live split, decent sound quality, great songs (including the Lincolns mangling 
"Suck My Left One") but essential only for the rabid fans of these two fine bands. 
THE QUEERS - Look Ma, No Flannel EP (Clearview) Grow Up LP & Beat Off LP 
(Lookout) < 

"Look Ma" is a continuation of the "reunited with Wimpy" sessions which were first 
chronicled on "Too Dumb To Quit" (which came out on Selfless who have changed 
the label name to Clearview). Short, fast, snotty and funny, the way the Queers 
were in '82. "Grow Up" is a re-issue of the classic Shakin' Street album, remixed by 
yours truly and featuring a different version of "Boobarella" than was oh the original 
(this one is a little "lighter" with more back ups and comes from oné of the other 
sessions on the album). "Grow Up" is one of the all time great punk albums and you 
should own it, despite the totally gutless, weak disclaimer which appears to have 
been written by the band but was actually penned by one Chris Appelgren. "Beat 
Off" is the newest Queers album, produced by your loving editor and featuring 
Vapid and Panic from Screeching Weasel. It's the best Queers album yet (no, I'm 
not getting a cut of the royalties) - from goofy punkcore like "Grounded" to. pissed 
off Fuck-You-isms like "Drop The Attitude, Fucker" to the amazing Ramones-like 
ballads, "Voodoo Doll" and "All Screwed Up." Also contains a great version of 
Tommy James' "Mirage." 12 songs and it clocks in at twenty five minutes. You must 
own this. 

RANCID - Radio, Radio, Radio EP (Fat) 

This is the second time I've heard Rancid (the first being their awful Lookout EP). 
Everybody told me "Radio" was a great tune, having been co-written by Billie Green 
Day and all. It is a heckuva tune and you'd be better off buying this than their awful 
album, even though the other three songs on this EP are bland as hell. 

RANCID - Let's Go CD (Epitaph) j 

Ok, this is the third time I've heard Rancid. It's really hard to listen to this after look- 
ing at the promo photo and the one on the back cover. Who's drinking the 40 ounc- 
ers? | mean, Bob C. from Second Guess and the ad guy at Epitaph tell me there's 
only one member of the band who drinks. What's with the leather, mohawks and 
middle.fingers? The last time | saw Matt and Lint on stage it was thrift store slacks 


Reliable sources indicate that Matt and Lint really believe their newfound image. 


Reliable, schmiable. These are intelligent guys and intelligence doesn't just disap- 
pear. Because of my respect for them, it pains me to slag their band but the phrase 
that keeps running through my head is WHAT THE FUCK ARE THESE GUYS 
THINKING? I don't begrudge them their success, it's just that | expected so much 
more out of these guys. 1 mean, this is marketed as "street punk." I'm sorry, I'll buy 
that from Chaos U.K., but not from two former members of Operation Ivy. The 
music is punk - these guys can still write a hook. Yet there's all these anthems that 
sound like they're saying a lot but upon closer inspection are not much more than 
macho posturing with an occasional heartbreaking down-and-out song to show their 
sensitive side. Lots of yelling back-ups, fistwaving choruses and catchy guitar riffs, 
all of which are somehow.instantly forgettable - maybe I'm just too turned off by ' 
their dorky image. |:mean, COME ON - who the hell wears a leather jacket AND a 
pair of baggy shorts?!? This album portrays Rancid as dumb teenagers; they shoot 
their wad after the third song and have absolutely nothing left to offer. Why do I 
keep thinking of this as candy-ass pablum for weekend warriors? If they were so 
punk, would they need to prove it to us? This is really a major letdown. 

RED FISH - A Broken Light EP (Fearless/ 20710 Manhattan Place/ Suite 132/ 
Torrance CA/ 90501) 

Sort of like a faster, more metally version of the Adolescents. It's done really well 
and should appeal to fans of the early '80s L.A. sound. Well, what more do ya want 
me to say? | practically busted a goddamn blood vessel on that last review... 
RESISTENZA EP (La Banda A Bonnot) 


` Vaguely political melodic hardcore with scary undertones. Hell, it even has creepy 


keyboards. Brings to mind a tighter version of an early T.S.O.L. lineup. The horren- 
dous production prevents me from ordering you to buy it. 

RHYTHM COLLISION - Holiday EP & Girl With The Purple Hair EP (Collision/ 
P.O. Box 865/ Agoura CA/ 91376) 

These guys are forever being compared to Screeching Weasel. | don't hear it. To 
these ears they sound like a combination of Jawbreaker and Face To Face with a 
slight dash of East Bay pop punk circa 1988 tossed in. This is all solid and even 
though the first one has a cool cover of the "Cheers" theme song, the "Girl With The 
Purple Hair" is the better of the two. 

THE RIP-OFFS EP (Rip-Off Records/ 581 Maple Av/ San Bruno CA/ 94066) 

The Rev. Norb claims that these guys epitomize D.1.Y. Lawrence Livermore laughs 
at that statement, claiming that they're loaded with cash and just go for the cheap 
look to gain brownie points. Norb is right, but for the wrong reasons. Of course the 
Rip-Offs are a D.I.Y. band; they do it themselves. And Lawrence is sorta right too; 
their collective yearly income is probably higher than the average punk band. But 
it's all aesthetics. This single, which is remarkably even better than their first, is 
straight ahead garage punk written and performed in such a way that recording in a 
"real" studio would lessen the impact considerably. If Supercharger's "Goes Way 
Out" album had been recorded on a big budget, it woulda been a bore because half 
of its charm is its abrasive, noisy, banging quality. Same goes for the Rip-Offs. Yes, 
the production and packaging is inexpensive, but it fits with the music. A full color 
Cover or even a slightly slick looking sleeve would fuck it up. By doing it their way, 
the Rip-Offs make all the parts add up. This is a great disc and they're one of the 
few bands whose records make me wanna see 'em live. Check it out. 

THE RIP-OFFS - Got A Record LP (Rip-Off) 

More noisy, trashy punk&roll from Jon von and:his masked cohorts. It's better 
sound quality than their singles but still borders on nerve-grating. The Rip-Offs are 
the American leaders of the back-to-basics, stripped-down punk trend primarily 
because they can write a great hook and still rock harder than the Offspring. This 
album contains 14 urgent punk ditties that will not go over well with those who like 
their punk radio-friendly; there's a sense of urgency and joy here that you just don't 
get from the polished punk bands with the buzz. Standouts are "Heat Seeker," "Fed 
Up," "Cops," "Can't Take It," "Ugly," and "She Said Yeah." 

ROUSE - Deep Wound LP (Rumble) 

Yet another excellent Spanish band. They sound like NOFX without the goofy 
changes or Bad Religion if they wrote a song other than the one they've been writ- 
ing over and over since '87. How can you not like a band who sings, "She wore red 
panties and an exciting small skirt"??? Good golly, I'm packing my bags for Madrid. 
SHADES APART CD (Ultraviolet/ P.O. Box 5082/ North Branch NJ/ 08876) 

| was prepared to hate this. Wouldn't you after seeing the band name? But this 
plays like the great lost Husker Du album between "Zen Arcade" and "New Day 
Rising." Like so many bands these days, it's melancholy pop-core, but there's an 
energy and conviction here that so many of these types of bands lack. Very rad. 
SHOCK TREATMENT - Adios, Tu! EP (No Tomorrow) 

Please don't confuse them with the British band of the same name. This Shock 
Treatment is currently the best 4/4, 3 chord punk band in Europe. The back cover 
has photos of Pinhead, Bruce Lee and the Ramones. That should tell you some- 
thing good is cooking right off the bat. The music is loud, hooky, foot-stomping punk 
rock done the way it was meant to be done. Buy. Now! 

SINKHOLE EP (Ringing Ear/ 9 Maplecrest/ Newmarket NH/ 03857) 

Powerful pop punk heavily influenced by old Descendents. Very listenable, very 
catchy, very capable of driving you nuts by keeping the songs stuck in your head for 
days. The Parasites could learn something from them. The only low point is a totally 
stupid Eddie Money cover. 

THE SIX AND VIOLENCE - Lettuce Prey LP (Fist/ 131 Ayers Ct/ Suite 1A/ 
Teaneck NJ/ 07666) 

Those of you who demand to see a photo of band members on your records oughta 
be cured of your afflictiion by the ghastly sight of these mooks on the back cover. | 
actually heard different versions of many of these tunes on part of a demo tape five 
or six years ago. Does the band still exist? Did they ever? This is wonderfully 
obnoxious, smart ass hardcore in the vein of Adrenalin O.D. (with even worse pro- 


duction). It's stupid as heck in a really annoying but funny way. Ya gotta like a band 
that prominently features a kazoo on their record. "Bursting Bladder" is a work of 
genius, as are "Surf Gospel," "College Applications,” "Kicked In The Head," and 
"Death To Guidos" ("Dickhead, sickhead, | punch your head/ Hey you Dumbo, you 
eat gumbo, can't get no pie, | hope you die!") This is the kinda stuff that people 
were talking about when "jokecore" was marginally popular in the late '80s - like 
before NOFX signed to Epitaph. It's too bad - | don't think they make bands like this 
anymore. Not for the politically correct, not for the musically correct. Not for any- 
body but jerks like me who want.a cheap laugh. 
THE SLOBS - Goin' Nowhere Fast EP (Cenisless) 
Much better than their debut single. This is repetitive, obnoxious punk as played by 
aspiring alcoholics from one of the Midwest's most frightening cities. Contrary to 
popular opinion, the Slobs really don't sound much like the early Queers - though I 
guess they're coming from the same place - they're just more, dare | say it, sophis- 
ticated! Five solid songs that could use a ballsier remix. Still worth sinking a few 
bucks into. 
THE SMEARS - Love Is For Suckers CD (Headhunter) 
This is a female three piece from southern Indiana who can't be categorized 
because they're all over the fucking map. Some of it is dull hardcore, some of it is 
dirgey in a Cramps sorta way but most of it is really pretty boring. "Honey Jar" is a 
great tune, and there are a few other flashes of brilliance, but by and large, it 
sounds like a demo tape. It's not unlistenable, but they shoulda spent more time 
perfecting the good tunes and put fewer songs on the disc. Not available on vinyl! 
THE SPOILED BRATS vs. BUTTAFUOCO - double EP (Maximum Rock-N-Roll) 
The Spoiled Brats are retro to the max (sorry, | went back to junior high for a minute 
there). Female vocals, three chord punk - | should love it. | don't. It's too calculated 
and stuck too far in the past. The parts are all there but the motor's still sputtering. 
Buttafuoco draw from some of the same influences but update the sound, yet 
they're even worse - definitely not what I would think of as a Yohannan band. The 
Brats win, but it's a lousy match. . 
STRAIGHT FACED - Self Will Run Riot EP (Fearless) 
Muscle-core like old Sick Of It All or Youth Of Today. | deserve a medal for making 
it through the first tune. 
STRUNG OUT - Another Day In Paradise LP (Ра) 
Seeing as how Fat is a regular advertiser, | listened to this three times to try and 
find something to say about it that can't be said about practically every other Fat 
release. | can't. It's the Fat formula; excellent (over?)production and extremely simi- 
lar to NOFX. This time, the differences are that Strung Out's singer sounds like 
Greg Gaffin and the lyrics are of the political sort that were outdated 12 years ago. 
Of course, it's fucking fantastic and amazing and brilliant, and yet I still really really 
really don't like it. 
SWINE FLU - Killing Time b/w Lost Innocence 45 (Lawrence Nicol/ 45 Lorne SU 
Leith Edinburgh/ EH6 8QJ/ Scotland) 
REALLY slick packaging and production for a single. The A side is in the emo- 
goes-straight-rock category. The B side is more of an aggro punk number, marred 
by that clean as a whistle recording. Very, very American. 
TEENGENERATE - Savage 10" (Sympathy For The Record Industry) 
More blazing, trashy garage punk from the current faves of the MRR crew. There's 
not much to say about this band that hasn't already been said - it's grating, raw, 
partying punk rock based in traditional no-frills rock and roll. Hell, it's maximum 
rock and roll. It's way cool but | don't feel like a clueless dork listening to it. Get this 
one and the new Rip-Offs LP if ya wanna hear what all the fuss is about. 
TEN FOOT POLE - Rev CD (Epitaph) 
Formerly Scared Straight, fronted by White Sox short reliever Scott Radinsky (no 
mention of the Sox in the bio?!? Come on!). If Gas Huffer is the atypical Epitaph 
band, Ten Foot Pole is the formula perfected. Sounds a lot like Bad Religion, great 
production, so-so personal lyrics. Gee, the same person who did the cool, personal, 
punky handwritten thanks list on the NOFX record did this one. Coincidence? The 
kids'll love it but personally, I'd rather see Radinsky on the mound than on the 

' stage. 
TOTAL CHAOS - Pledge Of Defiance CD (Epitaph) 
I've been assured this is not a parody. It would be really great if it was a parody. 
They've got a couple of guys with GBH spikes and a guitarist named Ronald 
McMurder. They've re-recorded a bunch of GBH and Exploited tunes, yelled even 
dumber lyrics over them and I'm sure they're selling tens of thousands to the little 
lambs at the mall. | hear they were a heavy metal band a year ago. The punks from 
"C.H.I.P.S." would be proud. 
TUNSTIN GAT EP (702/ P.O. Box 12756/ Reno NV/ 89510) 

` Gee whiz, this is depressing! Generic SF punk. Dumb. Why don't bands practice a 
lot and weed out bad songs and totally unnecessary wanking jammy parts before 
they put out a record? What a pitiful waste of time, resources and energy. Like my 
pai Bon Jovi sez, you give punk a bad name. 
V/A - Empty Records Sampler CD (Empty. Duh!) 
Before I start, | have to wonder in print why the fuck Empty didn't send me the new 
Sicko record, goddamnit! Ok, Crackerbash - Boring rock. Fumes - Pissed off hard- 
core, blows away the Turks. Gas Huffer - Metallic HC with Danzig-like vocals. Girl 

` Trouble - sleazy garage rock, hot stuff. Kill Sybil - Pretty alternative muzak. Kill 
them, please. Meanies - Raw, punky tuneage, A-1. Putters - See Putters review. 
Sicko - Poised to take over the MTX throne (their singer is related to Aaron MTX). 
Some Jawbreaker-like riffs, mostly classic East bay pop punk. Sinister Six - More 
garage punk with good production, fun fun fun. Steelwool - Another garage punk 
band. The first tune belongs somewhere on the "Faster Pussycat, Kill! Kill!" sound- 
track. The second song is a shitty ballad. Zipgun - The most '90s sounding of all 
these bands. Aggressive, tuneful, speedy punk. Epitaph should sign them soon. B- 


‘ 


V/A - Rocky Mountain Arsenal EP (Black Plastic) 

Cavity does а rad version of "You Don't Own Me." Dead Silence, who | coulda. 
swore broke up six or seven years ago, gives us a heavy handed political song that ' 
works anyway because Dead Silence had a knack for writing great hardcore punk 
tunes and I'm a little nostalgic. Angel Hair are screamy, funky and stupid. Yawn. 
Bunny Ghengis remind me of Econochrist. Or maybe I'm thinking of somebody 
else. Either way, | don't like ‘em. С s 
V/A - Shreds Volume One (Shredder) 

A compilation of previously released tracks from various EP's released last year, 
which, in Mel Shredder's opinion, were some of the best underground singles of '93. 
If you know Shredder, you know this is extremely poppy. The Corduroy tune is fan- 
tastic. So are the tunes by The Parasites, NOFX, Stink, The Deviators, Fracture, 
The Mr. T Experience and Bracket. The other twelve songs range from vanilla fluff 
to. outrageously wimpy garbage. Perhaps the funniest band on here is Tugboat 
Annie, who sound fucking exactly like Nirvana. Jesus! C- 

THE VINDICTIVES - Party Time For Assholes - double 10" (Selfless) & 
Seventeen b/w No Feelings 5" (Skullduggery) 

Extremely limited, rare novelty items. "Party Time" is a cover record and almost all 
of the tunes are throwaways. The 5" is cool if you're into weird formats but it's other- 
wise unimpressive. For record collectors and maniacal fans only. 

THE VINDICTIVES - Rocks In My Head ЕР (Lookout) 

Four songs, three of which are some of the best stuff they've done. "Right Before 
Your Eyes" is a little too Ted Nugent or something for my tastes, but "Automaton" is 
the coolest tune the Vindictives have ever written. 

THE VOODOO GLOW SKULLS - Who Is, This Is? CD (Dr. Strange) 

Ska-core that's a million miles removed from OPIV, so don't even think about it. 
This is about ten billion times better than their previous EP. Both the vocals and 
drumming are much stronger and the horns are more prevalent. That said, | can't 
really get behind this cause | hate this kind of music. But if horns and hardcore are 
your bag, | don't think you can do any better than this. 

WELL HUNG OVER EP (Carving Knife) 

Jeez, this is a weird label. Well Hung Over sounds like a poppier Devil Dogs at 
times; like the Devil Dogs, this is basically good ol' punk & roll. It's not consistently 
hot - the last song is a totally ridiculous hippy-dippy alternative turd - but the band 
shows promise. 

WHITE FLAG - Through The Trash Darkly CD (Munster/ Р.О. Box 18107/ Madrid 
28080/ Spain) / 
A compilation of cool White Flag stuff from old to new, including a rad tune written . 
by Pat Fear and Kim Shattuck. | already own about half of.this stuff, but it's nice to 
have it in one package. Two problems: Not nearly enough time is spent on their old 
material, which is really their best and funniest stuff. Plus, it's sequenced all wrong. 
They shoulda started with '82 and moved ahead chronologically. Still, it's cool to 
hear them going from wacky hardcore to midtempo punk to straight ahead serious. 
Beatles-esque róck. A pretty good representation of what used to be punk rock's 
most hated band. 

WIZO - UUAARRGH! CD (Hulk Rackorz) 

Wizo cuts their hair and ends up with more metal licks than they showed off in their 
shaggy days. At over 60 minutes, this one is far too long. Out of the twenty tunes, 
about half are classic Wizo. The rest is a little too metallic, a little too 1994 L.A. 
hardcore for me. Kinduva disappointment. 

YOUNG PIONEERS EP (Vermiform) 

Adam ex-Born Against goes acoustic. The B.A. fans are plotting his assassination 
at this very moment. There's a fucking harmonica on this record! Unlike Sam's new 
band, this one shows no punk roots whatsoever. The distorted vocals can't make 
up for the fact that this sounds like Arlo Guthrie with his nuts in avise. Vermiform 
tells me that this band is now electric. Uh, yeah, Dylan did that too and he still 
sucked. 

YOUTH BRIGADE - Happy Hour LP (BYO) 

The Stern boys have come back to hardcore after their abortive foray into easy lis- · 
tening a few yéars back and the results are, uh, okay | guess. In order to gush over 
this album, one would have to be of the opinion that Youth Brigade was a great 
band before the collective menopause known as The Brigade. Since | was never a 
huge fan of the band in the first place (I don't think they'll ever live up to the promise 
shown on some of the better cuts from "Sound & Fury"), an older version of the 
band doesn't do much for me. I've never liked their vocals and most of their stuff 
had 'em pegged (at least in my mind) as a one trick pony years ago. They've 
learned a few more tricks since then but this is still pretty stale. 

ZOINKS - Sapsucker Sluggo EP (Satan's Pimp c/o Teree Barnes/ 1229 Ralston ` 
St/ Reno NV/ 89507) 

Leaps and bounds above their last EP. Straight up pop-punk (what isn't?) that's 
beginning to show more flashes of originality. It's nice to see a band actually getting 
better and finding their own sound from one record to the next. 
ZOINKS/NARCISSISTIC FREDS - split EP (Satan's Pimp) 

Zoinks gives us one weak song followed by one okay song, both hampered by 
awful production. N.F., despite having a moronic name that | refuse to repeat, play 
pretty decent pop punk. Christ, how many ways can you describe pop punk? How 
many times can you use the word PUNK in one review section? 1 musta set a 
record this time! Fuck it, I'm done! 


I HAVE NO IDEA WHEN I'LL BE DOING ANOTHER ISSUE SO DON'T ў 
BLAME ME IF YOUR PROMO DOESN'T SEE THE LIGHT OF DAY 
AFTER YOU SEND IT TO ME! 


PANIC BUTTON 
P.O. BOX 66722 CHICAGO IL 60666-0722 


In Panic Button #8, we celebrated 20 years of the Ramones 

(well, 1 don’t know if “celebrate” is the right word but you know what | 
mean...). What we didn’t celebrate, what nobody but a handful cele- 
brated, was fifteen years of the prototypical pop-punk band from 
Seattle, the Fastbacks. And I have to ask myself if there's something 
seriously wrong with the universe when the Offspring are selling 
more records than the Ramones and Rancid is getting more MTV air- 
play than the Fastbacks. 

Like the Ramones, the Fastbacks have inspired countless 
bands, perhaps most prominently the Muffs and the Mr. T 
Experience. Unlike the Ramones, the Fastbacks have put out consis- 
tently great records for the past decade and a half. So what's the 
problem? 

Faced with a question of universal proportions, | tried to find 
some answers. | mean, there's definitely something screwy when my 
own friends, people whose taste in music | respect, tell me that the 
Fastbacks are “just a boring rock band.” Fucking heresy! Punk rock 
as a lifestyle or statement is not a difficult thing to define, many defin- 
itions though there may be. But punk rock as a music form separate 
from straight rock, heavy metal, funk rock or any other kinda rock you 
can tag a prefix to is easily defined: | know it when | hear it. Ok, so 
that doesn’t sit well with you. You say I’m gonna have to offer more 
‘proof than my assurance that these ears аге specially equipped to 
seek out true P.R. with no hesitation and no mistakes. You Say you 
don't trust my instincts. You say you're not gonna plop down eight 
bucks for the new Fastbacks album unless | give you a goddamn 
‘good reason. Well, this is a tough one. The easiest way to prove to 
Someone that they've got a punk band on their hands is to give 'em 
the proof: here it is, listen and learn. That, so far, has only worked 
with a highly intelligent and uniquely cool minority. 

À | could be satisfied that | am part of an extremely small elite 
who is hep to the joyous tuneage given to us by Seattle’s finest. | 
could be a snob and tell you that you'll never be cool enough to dig 
the Fastbacks. But, you see, | am (contrary to the public opinion 
polls) a nice guy. I’m giving you fuckers one last chance to clue in. 

| wrote about the Fastbacks in one of my MRR columns a 
few months ago. | claimed that the Fastbacks rocked because they 
were fun, because they didn’t give a crap, because they wrote a hook 


FAS Т[-Ж wena: 


and stuck with it. That's all true, but the main thread, the jist, the frig- 
gin’ message is: THE FASTBACKS ROCK. It takes guts to put out an 
album like ...And His Orchestra (1985, Pop Llama). Though the tunes 
all fall comfortably in the pop-punk category; we've got Straight up 
raging punk numbers like “Set Me Free” and “Wrong, Wrong, 
Wrong,” as well as sweet & sour pop songs like “K Street” and “In 
The Winter.” The latter two might cause the unenlightened to scoff - 
wimpy fluff, they may say. Read the lyrics: “No-one understands me 
completely/ Try to make myself clear/ no-one ever believes me/ | 
couldn't be more sincere". If that's too emo, at least it's emo for peo- 
ple who ain't in a 12 step program or drunk on new-age karma. This 
stuff is genuine in a way that you don't normally hear from people 
over the age of eighteen. It's not naive, it's just honest. Guitarist Kurt 
Bloch's lyrics are about being depressed and wanting to be left 
alone. They're about how rad it is to have the sun shine on your face 
on the first day of summer. No, it ain't deep philosophical thinking, 
but it's poignant, a word | never thought I'd use in a serious context. 

* The music feels the same way. Whether it's upbeat, pogo 
numbers or slow, happiness-in-misery melo-dirges (look that one up 
in Weasel’s abridged), this stuff makes me feel like it’s not such a 
bad thing to be getting old. And the Fastbacks don't try to hide their 
age - they certainly don't seem to feel out of touch or clueless just 
because they're all pushing 36. No shit. They've been friends since 
high school, when they were discovering Elton John and the Blue 
Oyster Cult at the same time they were first getting into the Ramones 
and Buzzcocks. 

Kurt Bloch is one of the most prolific punk rock producers in 
the country (most recently, he's worked on the new Devil Dogs and 
Gas Huffer records). He can also be found playing in the Young 


one of the Shirelles (although 
that last comparison may be 
Д appropriate for Lulu who 
@ Д sounds quite a bit like that one 
ld Singer in the Shirelles whose 
‚пате | can never remember but 
whose strangled, deep voice 
С stuck out like a sore thumb [the 
gone who sings the third line of 
feach verse on "I Met Him On A 
Ю Sunday."] Digression Maximum. 
Forgive me.). But the Fastbacks 
wouldn't be one-tenth the band 
they are with any of those 
ladies singing - or anyone else 
you can think of. Kurt might 
SI write the songs, but Kim 
‘Warnick makes them work. She 
# does not growl, spit, bark, 
scream or belt. She sings and 
"her voice is the sweetest on the 
wrong side of the Mississippi. 
In September, | 
{talked with Kim, who is currently 
working in the retail department 
of everybody's favorite label, 
Sub-Pop. Since she made the 
i Call, it was on Sub-Pop's tab so 
| let the tape roll with no consid- 
eration for time. The first and 
most important question is why 
the hell are the Fastbacks on 
M Sub-Pop? Is it because Kim 
"works there? Or does Kim work 
there because the band's on 
Sub-Pop? 


Fresh Fetlows (on temporary hia- 
tus while another member tours 
with R.E.M.). In between all that, 
he writes songs for the 
Fastbacks. You kinda get the 
feeling that the band is his first 
love - despite unimpressive i 
record sales over the past fifteen B 
years, despite being in another 
band and having a successful 
career as a producer, he's got a 
good thing going: original, 
inspired and fun as hell. 
Guitarist Lulu Gargiulo 
spends her days behind the lens 
of a film camera, shooting com- 
mercials (and the occasional 
Fastbacks video). Her role in the 
band as second guitarist is 
important (considering that Bloch 
is usually in the midst of some 
wacked out 1.5 second "solo") 
and her backing vocals are out- 
standing. She doesn't sound like f 
she SHOULD be singing back- 
Ups; her voice is a little too 
strained, even a bit grating - but 
she manages to stay in key and 
her vocalizing complements 
bassist Kim Warnick's lead 
vocals beautifully, perfectly - it 
shouldn't work but it does. In 
fact, "IT SHOULDN'T WORK 
BUT IT DOES" oughta be this 
band's permanent slogan, its 
main moniker, its mandated 
motto. Yeah, the FBX are kinda 
sloppy. Yeah, they sometimes 
sound like they don't know what 
the hell they're doing. It really put it out. It's kind of a weirder 
SHOULDN'T work and yet the deal than most of the bands on 
Fastbacks are all l've been lis- the label, | mean, we're not 
tening to since the end of sum- ' T really on it - we're just on Sub- 
mer. Pop from record to record." 
That started with the 
release of The Question Is No, 
an uncharacteristically weak 
compilation of material culled 
[from various singles and what- 
not (featuring a track on which : 
{that Guns & Roses guy who 
A was in The Fartz plays drums 
Дапа not to get too far off the 
point here but The Fartz, par- 
don my lame pun, blew and 
would be completely forgotten 
but for one member's rise to 
fame in a cornball metal band). 
Aside from the clumsy/charm- 
ing “3 Вохѕ,” it's just not a very 
good album and one | suggest 
you avoid. (I suggest starting 
with....And His Orchestra; not 
only is it the perfect Fastbacks 
album, but the CD contains 
extra tracks from some early 
singles, including the only song 
by the Fastbacks that most ' 
people have heard, a wonder- 


"| started here proba- 
bly because Jonathon heard 
our new record and wanted to : 


Bassist Kim Warnick 
comes from the Dee Dee 
Ramone school of bassosity - 

. play along with the guitar, and if 
you can't, keep it simple. REAL 
simple. A bassist without a need 
to show off is a rarity - ya gotta 
assume that she's more interest- 

ed in being part of a great tune 
than showing off. Hef vocals are 
incredible - Greil Marcus 
describes them as "flat, at first" 
for the uninitiated (then again, 
nobody ever said ol’ Greil has 
pulled his head out of his own 
butt long enough to assess any 
situation whilst using the brain | 
assume he must possess - | offer 
his Sex Pistols/Dada connection 
as evidence of his usual idiotic 
blathering). Kim Warnick is the 
best singer of her type there is. 
Of HER TYPE. That means don’t 
bother comparing her to Wendy 
O., Joan J., Kim Shattuck or any 


fully poppy ditty called “In America’). 

: ` Before they recorded an album of new material for Sub- 
Pop, it should be noted that they were attempting to follow up what I 
think is their best album, 1990's Very, Very Powerful Motor. It is NOT 
the perfect Fastbacks album. It's not a good introduction to the band. 
Lulu doesn't play on it (though she does contribute plenty of cool 
backing vocals). Most of the Songs are kinda depressing and slow. 
They're also brilliant. "Last Night | Had A Dream That I Could Fly" 
and “1 Be Okay" both just about Send me and my breaking heart 
into the stratosphere every time | power ‘ет up on the ol’ victrola. 
Nobody else could get ; 

away with these ballads 
(some of which not only go 
over the three minute mark, 
but the four minute mark, 
and the fucking FIVE 
minute mark!). | Should 
hate it. | don't. Again, it 
shouldn't work but it does. 
There are some upbeat 
numbers on the album too: 
the wonderful *In The 
Summer,” “Says Who?" 
and “Everything | Don’t 
Need.” But most of ‘em fall 
into the melancholy catego- 
ry, which sits just fine with 
me - “Trouble Sleeping,” 
with Kim and Lulu’s over- 
lapping dual vocals, floors 
me and "I Won't Regret” DT 
tugs at the ol’ heartstrings as efficiently as anything the band has 
done. If ...And His Orchestra is a gutsy album, it took balls of steel to 
make Very, Very Powerful Motor. Rarely does a band chance it and 
come out with a winner like this album. 

Following it up was gonna be tough and the truth is, 1993's 
Zucker isn't as good as their previous album. On first listen, it throws 
you for a major loop - the production is excellent and the songs are 
all short and fast. After a few listens, it grows on you, though the first 
two tracks ("Believe Me Never" and "Gone To The Moon") are the 
strongest. And of course, there is a new drummer оп Zucker. 

Fact: the Fastbacks cannot keep a drummer. Whether they 
take the trip to the other side via Spontaneous combustion a la Spinal 
Tap or whether the Fastbacks just have bad luck with drummers is 
not the point. The point is, they can't hang on to a percussionist. 
They've gone through at least ten drummers since they formed their 
band a couple years after graduating from high school together. The 
true number is probably somewhere in the low twenties. Drummers 
are notorious crybabies. Whiners. Picky little pampered shits. 
Therefore, cloying, demanding, self-centered infants do not work well 
ho the Fastbacks. That is a point (as wéak as it may be) in their 
avor. 


Another difference with Zucker is that the FBX finally look 
pretty cool. Since their inception, they've switched images on aver- 
age twice as often as did the Ramones during that band's dark peri- 
od. The difference? The Fastbacks invariably came off looking like 
incredible dorks. Check out some of the photos on their early records 
(a couple of 'em are included in this article) and keep in mind that 
they weren't trying to look lame. In fact, of the shopping mall studio 
photo taken of the band sometime in the early '80s, bassist/singer 
Kim Warnick says, "We really did look that geeky, | mean we weren't 
TRYING to look geeky, that's really how we looked. Maybe that's 
why we aren't too popular." 

In my brief conversation with her, | found Kim Warnick to be 
my kind of girl. No no no, | don't wanna marry her fer crying out loud 
(besides, she already has a husband)! Рт just sick and tired of girls 
in bands acting like they're on some sort of mission for the rest of the 
female population. Kim just wants to rock and has nothing but con- 
tempt for girls who play in bands for other reasons. Though she's the 
focal point of the band, she's smart enough to realize that Bloch is a 


songwriting genius; she has no need to muscle in and prove that she, 
too can write great songs. | can be honest with her. | can ask her 


` Straight out why the Fastbacks are singularly unpopular, particularly 


considering the recent resurgence of pop-punk. 

She professes to have no clue. “ guess we don't play that 
kind of popular music. It's not Pearl Jam, y'know, kids today want 
baggy pants and slow kind of fake funk music. We're more upbeat, 
faster, girls are singing, y'know?" 

No, | don't know. Do | possess a huge blind spot? Is the 
pulse of the average American kid that I thought | was fingering really 
» = ча muscle spasm? What 

IN S | . [about Green Day? 
е "That's interesting to 
me. (Green Day's populari- 
ty) blew me away, just 
| because it doesn't seem 
| “ШКе most people like that 
Кіпа of music. | mean, it’s 
gotten better for us over the 
last couple of years and | 
think a lot of it has to do 
"with Sub-Pop. Our record 
1 {сап get around a little easi- 
E. [er now or - I don't know - 
Hi maybe people will actually 
listen to it just because it's 
on Sub-Pop. Or maybe 
they WON'T because it's 
on Sub-Pop. But it seems 
like each record does better 
: than the last. But there's so 
much out there. And how can you keep up unless you're actively pur- 
suing it and reading every fanzine you can read? And even though 
we've been around a long time, there's so much other stuff that peo- 
ple get hit in the face with - they can buy stuff that they've already 
heard. 

"And you gotta remember, we don’t tour that much. If we 
did, ! think we'd sell a lot more records. But personally, | don't like 
touring. | mean, | like it but І don't like being gone for very long. Two 
weeks for me is fine. After that, I’ve had it. Even my favorite songs 
aren't as interesting to play. Record companies will never figure that 
out. They wanná keep you on tour even if you have to tour with some 
horrible band’ I| guess they just want the fast money but the band’s 
not gonna have a long career. You get freaked out and unhappy. 
That last time when we went to the east coast, me and Lulu were so 
bored towards the end. 1 don’t know how bands go out for so long. 
There's some nights when | don't wanna see anybody. | just wanna 
watch the Discovery channel and go to bed at 9:00. Some people like 
it. Me, | like to be able to sleep in my own bed, take super long baths 
and have coffee out of my own coffee pot in the morning. And I think 
all of us feel that way.” ` 

Warnick's laid-back attitude about the band’s lack of suc- 
cess is a pleasant change from the cutthroat attitudes most bands 
possess. She knows that touring more would help the band, but at 
the same time, she obviously values the band and doesn’t wanna 
fuck it up. 

“Part of the reason this works is because we've known 
each other for so long and we still go out together. And not touring as 
much is half of the reason why we've been able to do this for as long 
as we have without burning out. We've never gone out there and 
HAD to do it ‘cause we had to pay rent. І would quit. | don't want that 
kind of pressure on me. | don’t wanna drive to North Dakota again, 

y know? | did that once and | don't EVER wanna do it again. It's fun 
when we're out there but after a certain amount of time | just get 
bored. But there's always Japan. That was the most incredible thing 
that ever happened to me. I’d wanted to go there all my life. If | had 
my way, | would just tour there and nowhere else - the people there ` 
are such music fanatics. It really renewed my faith in music..." 

Which brings us to one of the most important elements of 


the FBX- their love of great music above and beyond everything 


else. Politics don’t mean a thing if you can’t write a tune and that is 
what the FBX are about first and foremost. Wanna peg them as hav- 
ing something to do with girl bands or WOMEN IN ROCK? 

ў "When you're a girl, you're supposed to adhere to this or 
that. FUCK that! Some woman interviewed me once and she was 
asking me about different bands that have women in them - bands 
that | don't really appreciate, like Babes In Toyland - | don't like that 
kind of MUSIC, I don't care if it’s a guy or a girl. She thought it was 
weird that | wasn't more political about it. Well, | didn't start a band to 
be political about anything, ! just like music. She actually asked us if 
we had any songs about гаре! It’s like, no, | haven't been raped. I’m 
Sorry, I’m sympathetic to those women but | don't WANNA write a 
song about rape." 

Yes, | tell her, but women are supposed to have a song 
about rape and a song about working as a stripper or a hooker or 
something. 

"Yeah, because all girls did that before they joined bands. 
Crap. | honestly think bands like the Muffs are doing more for girls in 
bands than anyone else, 'cause they're not sitting there talking about 
it, they're DOING it. They write good songs, that's all | care about. 
And that whole Riot Grrrl thing - | just get angry. Why do you have to 
be mean to somebody because he's a boy? That's so fucking wrong. 
If you're talking about equality then you better think about what 
you're saying. AND their music's shitty! | certainly can't get behind a 


cause if | just hate the band's songs. It's agenda first, then the songs. 


| understand that a lot of these girls in the Riot Grrrl thing are proba- 
‘bly really young and haven't had a chance to go out and see what 
the world's like so they don't know any better. But it's just funny that 
they're acting like this is a new idea. And all this media attention... it 
reminds me of the ‘70s when the Runaways were considered weird 
and crazy 'cause they were all girls. What about Bon Jovi, why don't 
they interview them and ask them what it's like to be a boy in a 
band? | don't get it. | never thought it was weird that I’m in a band, | 
just do it ‘cause | like. it. Unfortunately, | have to deal with that ‘cause 
I'll get people asking me why | don't write songs about гаре. | don't 


write the songs. Ask Kurt - | don't think he's ever been raped." 

If | were playing devil's advocate, I'd ask if the fact that Kim 
and Lulu don't write songs is an indication that they're filling tradition- 
al female roles. ; 

“Ра be more than happy with the Riot Grrrls giving me that 
label. It hasn’t come up, but why - if | don’t write songs and some- 
body else in the band writes great songs - do | have to do it to prove 
myself as a person? Sure | could write songs, but I’m lazy, | don’t 
want to and Kurt writes GREAT songs.” ) 

The Fastbacks should be right іп the middle of all the recent 
media hype surrounding pop-punk. Their new album, “Answer The 
Phone, Dummy,” which will be released by Sub-Pop at the end of 
October, is a pop-punk classic. Like “Zucker,” the production is excel- 
lent, but it’s an easier album to listen to. Again, the songs range from 
fast punk numbers ("Went For A Swim") to sweet, poppy ballads ` 
(“And You”) and everything in between. Everything hits you on the 
first listen and you have to wonder how ANY band can still be making 
great records after fifteen years. “Answer The Phone, Dummy’ is the 
most consistent FBX album, even though six different drummers 
played on the record, including members of Mudhoney, Love Battery, 
The Posies and Dharma Bums. You wouldn’t know it from listening to 
the album. The tunes are there - who’s playing drums doesn’t mean 
a goddamn thing. Shit, this IS pop-punk. Why aren't we hearing “1 
Found The Star" and "I'm Cold” all over the radio? Where the hell is 
the press? 

га like to think that the Fastbacks will finally get some 
recognition after the release of this album. Maybe their video for 
"Waste Of Time" will get more MTV airplay than did "Gone To The 
Moon" (another Lulu-directed video featuring a great take-off on the 
“Rock & Roll High School" video - Kurt plays a stuffy teacher and Kim 
is the bored student). Maybe the people who love all the Fastbacks- - 
inspired bands will finally check out the source. But | get the feeling 
it'll be another case of Ramonesmania. Most people just won't get it: 
until some time way off in the future when it doesn't even matter any- 
more. 


P: Charles Peterson 
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